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CHAPTER I. 

THE WANDERING TRIBES OP THE DECCAN. 

During the monsoon, and particularly near Gunes- 
kondy, we often see an encampment of wild-looking 
men, women, and still wilder, untameable, little 
children. 

They are called Weyds, and are aboriginal, with 
a language distinct from all other Hindoo dialects. 
They carry about medicines for sale to the neigh- 
bouring villages. I have frequently met them on 
the plains, when they used to show me their medi- 
cines, principally powdered herbs — some in gourds, 
others in cocoa-nut shells. 
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THE WEYDS. 


The little children are quite savage ; necklaces 
of shells and beads are their principal covering. 
The scanty dress of the men is the colour of brick- 
dust, especially worn by those who worship Siva. 
In October and November they visit the hills to 
dig for medicinal roots, and collect the scales of the 
pangolin-manis — a scaly, lizard-shaped animal, about 
four feet long, very like a land-alligator . 1 These 
scales, as well as the medicines, are put into their 
wallets, and carried about the country for sale. 
Tigers' claws, also, when procurable, are esteemed 
a valuable addition to the stock of the wallet ; a 
necklace of them round a child’s neck is an in- 
fallible safeguard against the evil eye. Tigers’ 
flesh is also a favourite specific, and large quantities 
of it are consumed in all diseases where medicine 
of a healing nature is required. It is also believed 
to pre-dispose to anger, and swallowed from a 
motive analogous to that of the running-footman, 
who ate hare to make him fleet. There is 

always sure to be, in some corner of the wallet, a 

* 

small bottle or gourd full of tigers’ fat — a sovereign 

1 The pangolin is an ant-eater, and digs for his food with 
liuge claws, which give him a very formidable appearance, 
though he is perfectly harmless. He is covered all over with 
a kind of armour, of triangular-shaped, horny scales, which 
are said to be strong enough to turn a bullet. 
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remedy against all the infirmities of old age. The 
Weyds also carry quantities of jackal skins, which 
they sell to persons who believe them to be very 
efficacious in curing rheumatism. 

The Weyds keep quite distinct from other classes 
in their marriages, which are performed by a 
gooroo — a lay priest of their tribe, who has often 
to be sent for from a great distance to perform the 
ceremony ; after which the red powder, goolal, is 
profusely distributed, and a plentiful meal pro- 
vided in which the chief article is frequently the 
flesh of jackals or foxes, for they are not nice in 
these matters. 

There are several wandering tribes in the Deccan; 
but, next to the Weyds, the Bunjaras most attracted 
my notice. Passing an encampment of these peo- 
ple once, at the Mahabaleshwur Hills, I stopped to 
take a sketch of one of the women in her picturesque 
dress. The moment I began to draw, she fell into 
a fit of laughter, rolling herself in the dust, which 
did not improve her appearance ; and whenever I 
endeavoured to take up the pencil again, she re- 
commenced the laughing and rolling. I saw it was 
hopeless, so I went on my way, and no doubt she 
thought me as extraordinary as I did her. 

The following details are taken from a 

B 2 
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THE BUNJABAS. 


paper in the ‘ Bombay Literary Transactions/ en- 
titled ‘An Account of the Origin, History, and 
Manners of the Bace of Men, called Bunjaras,’ 
written by Captain Brigg : — 

“ It is generally known, that previous to the 
Mahomedan invasion of the Deccan, iu the four- 
teenth century, this part of India was divided into 
five nations. 

“Mountains, forests, and rivers without bridges, 
separated these people, but still did not prevent 
their mutual intercourse, and a constant traffic was 
carried on between them ; thus, one tribe would 
supply silks and cloth, which another purchased 
with gold. Independently of trade in articles of 
luxury, however, the nature of the country, of the 
climate, and of the inhabitants of India, promotes 
an intercourse essential to their very existence. 

“ The uncertainty of the periodical fall of rain is 
frequently productive of famine ; and, in such a 
case the only alternatives left for the people of one 
part of the country, are either to emigrate to 
another, or to have grain brought to them : the 
latter, therefore, is naturally adopted, and has been 
for ages carried on by the Bunjaras by means of 
bullocks, which they are to be seen conducting 
with their heavy burdens, either toiling up the 
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Ghauts, or leisurely traversing the plains from 
village to village. 

“ The leading bullock is generally a finer animal 
than his fellows, and is decorated with large tassels 
of red and black wool, and a bell ; the monotonous 
jingle of which always announces the approach of a 
tribe of Bunjara^.” 

Bunjara is a compound Hindoo word, signifying 
‘burning the woods,’ or ‘living in the woods.’ 
Captain Brigg thinks the latter, as ‘ bun,’ or ‘ run,’ 
means either a wood or waste. 

When they halt they never put up in a village, 
but at some distance outside, and near water if 
possible. They pitch their camp of small tents, 
composed of a single web of cloth raised on a ridge 
by a cord supported between two short poles, and 
pegged down at the ends. The loads of the bullocks 
are piled in regular rows, and the bullocks driven 
out to graze ; cooking, eating, and sleeping, occupy 
the afternoon, and towards evening the bullocks are 
brought in and piqueted in rows to strong pegs 
driven into the ground. Long before day-light the 
whole eamp is astir. The tents are struck, the 
loads placed on the bullocks ; the youuger children 
set astride on the mother’s hip, or tied in a cloth on 
her shoulder, and the whole ‘ Tanda,’ as such an 
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encampment is called, is in motion, and they travel 
on for ten or twenty miles, till the heat of the fore- 
noon sun, or a suitable place for encamping, in- 
duces them to stop for the day. 

Every * Tanda ’ is under a * naik,’ or leader, who 
regulates its movements, and agrees with the mer- 
chants for the carriage of their goods. Their staple 
occupations are carrying grain, and cotton, down to 
the coast and bringing back salt, and bulky articles 
of foreign import. But, whatever goods may be 
entrusted to his care, it is said, that no Bunjara 
naik was ever known to betray his trust, or behave 
dishonestly with regard to the goods committed to 
his charge. 

This people were divided into four classes, their 
manners, language and habits being quite distinct 
from the other tribes of the Deccan. They are 
certainly foreigners, and claim a Rajpoot descent, 
and it is probable they arrived with the Moguls 
when they invaded that country. 

The costume of the women is peculiar — much 
more like what is seen in the sculptures of very old 
temples — than anything in the Hindoo habiliments 
of the present day. It is very picturesque. There 
is a boddice rather long in front, and a strong dark 
blue petticoat ; they wear many heavy massive 
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rings of ivory round their arms and legs. The hair 
is knotted behind and tied with cowries, and red 
silk tassels, and sometimes gold or silver ornaments 
are suspended from the head. The men fasten their 
short trowsers round the waist with several gay 
coloured tassels. They are a remarkably finely 
made handsome race, and there is frequently seen 
among them, what is rare in India, a brilliant high 
colour in the cheeks of the young people. The 
young women are often extremely handsome ; but 
a life of exposure and severe toil soon makes them 
look coarse. 

Their primitive, secluded, and independent mode 
of existence is very curious. 

‘ In the rains ’ they are to be found among the 
deep grassy glens of Mysore, or Berar — in places 
where there are no inhabitants, and, consequently, 
no cultivation. In such situations they make 
themselves huts of boughs, or stretch out their 
small tents tightly, so that they may turn off the 
rain. 

The cattle are let loose to graze, care being 
taken that two active young lads go with them, 
well-armed with a good serviceable spear, and ac- 
companied, if possible, by a buffalo, for which this 
reason is assigned, that the buffalo will always run 
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to the rescue of a man or beast, attacked by a 
tiger. This may seem incredible, but I knew of a 
case at the hills, when a herd of buffalos drove off 
a tiger who was about to seize one of the drove. 

Two other well-attested cases have also been 
mentioned to me, in which the herdsman was at- 
tacked or threatened by a tiger, and rescued by 
his buffalos, which formed themselves into a com- 
pact body and charged the intruder. 

The Bunjaras having disposed of their cattle by 
sending them out to graze, some busy themselves 
in weaving a strong cloth, which is used for grain 
bags, others seek the plant, crotalaria juncea (of 
which the cloth is made), which, when ripe by the 
end of the rains, is beaten out into fibre, to be 
worked up at leisure. 

By the time the rains are over, the cattle are in 
a condition to receive their loads, and away they 
go towards the coast, taking with them some cows, 
as well as bullocks, and not unfrequently a stray 
pony or two, which gradually .lose their proper 
horse pace, and assume the leisurely tread of the 
bullock. Till lately the cows were always exempt 
from carrying burdens, and old Bunjaras account 
for the decay of their trade and the supercession of 
the pack-bullock, by carts, and other new-fangled 
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contrivances, as a judgment on their race, for their 
covetousness in not respecting the sacred character 
of the cow, and in using her as a common beast of 
burden. 

High up in Nimar, between the rivers Nerbudda 
and Taptee, are some of the extensive wastes 
where the Bunjaras dwell, and where other people 
are afraid to make permanent abode, by reason of 
the malaria. That, however, does not affect the 
Banjaras much, as they move off before the bad 
season in November and December. 

They have one remarkable custom, that of 
keeping a bard, who recites the doings of their 
forefathers, and, at their great festivals, sings and 
plays on the guitar. This is one of their Rajpoot 
characteristics. 

They keep large numbers of very handsome but 
fierce dogs, looking like rough, shaggy greyhounds, 
and can scarcely be prevailed upon to part with 
them. These dogs are used both to protect their 
property and for hunting, of which they are very 
fond ; men, women, and children all join ; ng in the 
chase. 

Among other wild-looking wandering people, 
were some who seemed to live for nothing but to 
go head over heels. Among them were often young 
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women, generally with very beautiful figures, who 
were accompanied by men playing a small drum. 

The women often run for some distance by the 
carriages of Europeans, every now and then per- 
forming ‘soubresauts;’ and overtaking the carriage 
again, they would re commence these ungraceful 
gambols till they were quite breathless. 

These people are, I believe, called ‘ Kolhatees.’ 
Then, there are others, who go about with baskets 
of snakes. Among them is the cobra; this the 
men, when they see an European walking or driv- 
ing, instantly take out of the basket, and throw 
into the middle of the road. Then, out of another 
basket jumps a mun-goose ,* which seizes Ihe snake, 
and a fearful battle follows ; the snake bites the 
mun-goose, and the latter attacks the snake. The 
mun-goose squeals, and one thinks it is in the last 
agony ; not at all ; it gets away, runs off, and, as 
the owner asserts* seeks an herb, which entirely 
cures the wound it has received ; though sceptical 
people declare that the fangs of the snakes 
which are trained for these exhibitions are always 
extracted beforehand. The mun-goose is a pretty 
little animal; it is kept as a pet, and as a 
protection against snakes, on which, in a wild 
state, it habitually makes war. These snake- 
8 An ichneumon, very like an ash-coloured ferret. 
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wallahs run also by the side of carriages, holding 
up a snake's head, and calling out for ‘pice .’ 1 
Men, leading bears, are often seen attended by a 
goat and a monkey or two. In stations where 
European officers or any government officials are 
to be found, they usually content themselves with 
making the unhappy bear dance and perform 
antics ; but I have heard of their using the bear, 
in remote villages, to terrify the peasants, and 
extort money, by making it stand sentry at the 
door of a house till the inmates complied with the 
owner’s demand, and induced him to move on. A 
degree of tyranny nearly equal to that exercised 
by the owners of barrel-organs in our own 
country. 

It would be an endless task to enumerate all the 
half-wild and vagabond tribes, which lead a kind of 
gipsey life, in the plains of the Deccan, where there 
is never any heavy rain to force them to seek better 
shelter than is afforded by the rude tents or mat- 
huts in which they live. I am sorry to say most 
of them have but an indifferent reputation for 
honesty, and so formidable were the depredations of 
some classes, that the same department which had 
been organized under Colonel Sleeman to suppress 


1 A small coin* 
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Thuggee, was employed when Thugs 1 became scarce, 
to trace out the system of gang-robbery, by which 
many of these tribes subsisted ; and the officers 
have been as successful against the robbers as they 
were against the murderers. One of the officers 
drew up a list of the wandering and other predatory 
tribes, in the habit of infesting the districts of the * 
Bombay Presidency, with their occupation both os- 
tensible and real . 2 It was printed by government 
as an official paper. 

He enumerates no less than seventy-one such 
distinct tribes, and I am assured that he has by no 
means exhausted the catalogue. 

These tribes neither intermarry nor interfere 
with each other’s peculiar pursuit, which is too 
often some form of robbery ; some rob only by night, 

1 I once saw at the hills several Thug “ approvers ” who 
had been pardoned, and were employed by the Government 
as agents in the suppression of Thuggee. I heard one of 
these men own to having committed one hundred murders. 
He was anxious to exhibit before me his mode of casting the 
noose. This I declined witnessing, remembering a story I 
had heard of a gentleman at Bombay having allowed 
himself to be made a sham victim ; but unfortunately the 
Thug pulled the handkerchief rather too tightly, and the 
poor gentleman half suffocated called out in agony to be 
released from his peculiar and painful position. 

2 Vide paper by Captain Harvey, in the Police selections 
from the records of government, Bombay, 1853. 
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others invariably by day ; some commit burglaries, 
others only petty thefts ; one tribe confines itself 
to picking pockets, another to some peculiar form 
of swindling. Thus a tribe is mentioned as distin- 
guished by all the women being thieves, who rob in 
regular gangs, under their female leaders, while the 
men are ostensibly basket-makers, and are left at 
home to perform the household duties of cooking and 
tending the children. The real jugglers known as 
Yergolbs or Golhurs are said not to be professional 
thieves, but go about exhibiting tricks, many of 
which would attract attention, by their cleverness, 
even in a London theatre. A very common one, is 
to plant the stone of a mango tree in a pot which 
is covered up, and when uncovered is found to con- 
tain a small mango tree with fruit on it. A boy 
is tied up in a net, thrust into a basket and covered 
over with a blanket, when the blanket is removed 
the boy is gone, and answers when called from a 
neighbouring field or from a tree. This of course 
is done by ventriloquism. It is not only that some 
of the tricks are very good, but the whole appa- 
ratus is so very simple. There is no stage, no care- 
fully managed artificial light. The juggler attracts 
attention by a few taps on a small drum, or a note 
or two on a rude pipe ; a person goes out to see 
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what is the matter, and returns with the request 
that the juggler may be allowed to show off a few 
tricks for the amusement of the people of the house, 
and if leave be granted, the artist sets down his 
bags and baskets containing all his 1 stage pro- 
perties,’ and after a few preliminary tumbles or 
tricks with cups and balls, proceeds to show off his 
feats of legerdemain on the gravel-walk in front of 
the verandah. 

I will conclude this chapter with an account of 
the Bohras and Khojas, although they are not wan- 
dering wild tribes. The word ‘Bohra’ means 
‘ merchant.’ All real Bohras are Mussulmans ; 
they are often pedlars ; therefore, pedlars are popu- 
larly known as Bohras, just as old-clothes men are 
set down as Jews : but the name properly belongs 
to a peculiar sect of Mahomedans, looked on by 
others as heretics. Many Banians of the Jain 
sect follow the same calling as the regular Bohras, 
but they have no right to the name. These pedlars 
have shops in the bazaars, but almost every day 
you see them coming slowly up to the European 
bungalows, followed by men, often by women, 
carrying large baskets and boxes, in which are a 
variety of goods. They generally go to a back- 
door, as they are very much protected by ayahs 
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and ladies’-maids, who look forward to the Bohras’ 
visit with as much satisfaction as the gentleman of 
the house does the contrary. The maid is sure to 
tell her mistress she wants something, and that 
something, whether a yard of tape, or ten of broad- 
cloth, is sure to be at the bottom of the last box ; 
so the lady and her maid have the satisfaction of 
seeing the contents of five or six boxes. In them 
is everything, from a Delhi shawl embroidered in 
gold, to a piece of Welsh flannel, but not all indis- 
criminately packed up together. 

There is, however, one basket called ‘ chow- 
chow, ’ which literally means a mixture — in fact, 

‘ hodge-podge ’ or “ odds and ends ” — and in it is 
contained a mass of mingled objects, good, bad, 
and indifferent, something like the subjects of this 
book, the two latter probably predominating. 

“ Lady Sahib want fine cheese ? here ‘ Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin,’ (which the Bohrah had just purchased 
at a sale). I got good pickle. There box of 
French gloves. Take soap Lady Sahib ? ” Then 
he tempts the lady’s maid with a gay ribbon, and 
by degrees, the contents of the chow-chow basket are 
displayed. Side by side stand a bottle of anchovy 
sauce, and one of tincture of rhubarb. There lies a 
Wiltshire cheese, surrounded by Goa lace, English 
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tapes, and French ribbons. There are bottles of 
ink, blacking and hair-dye in the neighbourhood of 
fringes, pins and needles. There are gum and 
gauzes lower down ; tooth brushes ; flannel jackets 
and cigars; deeper and deeper are found more 
treasures, till at last the contents of the basket are 
exhausted ; and after the Bohra has shown his 
numerous goods, all ends in half-a-yard of 
ribbon being bought for Madame Sahibs’ cap ! 

The goods are then replaced, all is packed up, the 
boxes put on the men and women’s heads again, 
and they all move off patiently, and without grum- 
bling ; and what is still more extraordinay, leave the 
mistress and lady’s maid quite exempt from any 
qualms of conscience, at having given the poor 
people so much trouble. 

It is very difficult to learn anything certain about 
the history of the Bohras, or their doctrines, partly 
because they are peculiarly reserved, and averse to 
tell strangers about themselves, but more from their 
general ignorance of all matters unconnected with 
trade. 

A Bohrah, with any pretension to learning, is not 
to be met with ; and their priests, or Moollahs, are 
as ignorant as the laity. 

They are most commonly met with in Western 
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India, near the coast from Cutch to Goa ; scattered 
colonies are found in most large towns on the coast 
of Arabia and Persia. About Broach, and the 
Gulf of Cambay, they hold land, and are as thrifty 
and industrious in cultivating it, as their commer- 
* cial brethren are in trading. 

Their head- quarters are at Booranpoor, on the 
Tapty, near Asseerghur and Surat, where their 
head Moollah lives. Their doctrines are but little 
known, but they are generally regarded by the 
more orthodox sect, as partaking of the Ismalite 
heresies; and like the Kojas, believe their Aga 
to hold the keys of heaven, so that no Bohra 
can enter paradise without a certificate or passport 
from him. This passport is given literally, and in 
a tangible sheet of paper, specifying the heavenly 
inheritance reserved for the deceased. A large 
sum of money is paid to the Moollah for this paper, 
which is buried with the corpse, and is believed by 
the lower orders, at all events, to be necessary to 
save the deceased from a kind of purgatory. 

There are different opinions as to the country 
from whence they originally came. It has been 
asserted that, from their features, genius, and 
manners, they are of Jewish origin. There are 
others who believe they came originally from 

VOL. II. f. 
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Turkish Arabia, or Syria, driven out by persecu- 
tion tor their heretical opinions. 

About twenty years ago, a great fire broke out 
in Surat, and it is affirmed that whole families of 
women and children perished in the flames, rather 
than save their lives by exposing themselves in the 
public streets. This gives some idea of the more 
than Oriental seclusion in which they live. 

When the Bohras pray, they wear an appropri- 
ate dress, which is daily washed. 

The Kojas are a kindred tribe of Mahomedan 
heretics. They do not usually, like the Bohras, 
travel about as pedlars, but in Bombay, and other 
seaport towns of Western India, and in Cutch, they 
have a great share in the local trade ; and in Scinde, 
where they are very numerous, I am told they cul- 
tivate land, and are distinguished for their enter- 
prise 'and industry. They are said to be converted 
Hindoos, and their religion (of which very little is 
known), to be a strange mixture of Mabomedanism, 
and mysticism, partly of Hindoo origin, partly de- 
rived from Syrian sources. But their chief pecu- 
liarity is their devotion to their * Aga,’ or lord, who 
is the spiritual head of all the Mahomedan sects, 
which are tainted with the * Ismalite ’ heresy*! He 
is the lineal descendant of the chief, who, as sheikh 
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of the tribe of Hassassins, gave a new name to the 
crime of secret murder, and who, because most 
Sheikhs were old men, became so fatally well 
known among the Crusaders, as ‘ the old man of the 
mountain.’ 

The present Aga is connected, by marriage, with 
the Royal Family of Persia, and some years ago 
aspiring to the throne, was defeated, and fled to 
Candahar, where he and his “ free lances ” took 
service under General Nott. lie came to Scinde 
with General England, and served under Sir Charles 
Napier at the conquest of that province, from 
whence he meditated another attempt on the 
Persian throne ; but this time little followed beyond 
diplomatic notes between our government and that 
of Persia, which led to the Aga being told that if he 
wished for an asylum in our territory, he must not 
levy war against our neighbours. Since then he 
has lived principally at Bombay, drawing a large 
revenue from his rich disciples in those parts, who 
pay him an obedience almost as absolute as that 
shown to his ancestors in the times of the Crusaders ; 
though it is now shown by paying heavy tithes on 
all the earnings of an industrious people, instead of 
by assassinating any one who may be obnoxious to 
the Aga or his tribe. 


i-i Q 
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CHAPTER II. 

JOURNEY TO SATTARA — ARRIVAL THERE — FORT OF SATTARA 

GARRISON ESTABLISHMENT MAOLEE — TEMPLES AND 

MONUMENTS — FETES AT THE PALACE — FAMILY TREASURES 
AND TEMPLE — ANECDOTE OF LATE RAJAH CONNECTED 
WITH IT — LEAVE SATTARA FOR POONA. 

One year, being on our way to Dapoorie, from the 
Hills, at the commencement of the monsoon, we 
visited Sattara. I had long wished to see the capi- 
tal of Sivajee, the great founder of the Mahratta 
empire, where he and his descendants lived at first, 
as the real rulers of the Mahrattas, and afterwards 
as nominal sovereigns, while the real power was 
usurped by their Peishwa, or Prime Minister. 

Our visit took place during the interregnum 
between the death of the Rajah, and the deci- 
sion of Home Goverment, on the subject of the 
adoption. 
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During this interval of suspense, the eldest of 
the Rajah’s three widows was regarded as head of 
the Royal house, and did the honours of the Court 
to visitors. 

As we began our journey in palanquins down the 
Ghaut, we were overtaken by a violent thunder- 
storm. The bearers, happily, could not be wet 
through, having but little covering. 

We quitted the palanquins below the Ghaut, and 
got into carriages. The roads — never good — were 
unusually bad. Once the wheels stuck fast in the 
mud and sand, out of which the carriage was 
dragged by dint of whipping the poor horses most 
unmercifully, and the loud shouting of the coach- 
man urging the animals on. 

Presently, one of our party rode by, calling out 
that he and his horse had been rolling in the mud ; 
and, from their appearance, this could not be 
doubted. We went on far from prosperously, doing 
but eighteen miles in four hours. 

When it became finer, towards the evening, F — 
rode on to Sattara. I arrived late. It was dark ; 
but, whenever it lightened, I could see crowds of 
natives in white ; then, between the salutes, I heard 
the tinkling bells of many elephants. I knew now 
the governor had arrived; and, under agreeable 
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Auspices, as he had brought the monsoon with him 
— for the native seers of Sattara disliking the an- 
nexation of their country to the British territories 
— had prophesied that, in consequence of (what 
they thought) so great an injustice having been 
committed before high Heaven, the usual rains 
would not fall this year, and that a famine would 
ensue. 

Mr. Frere, now commissioner in Scinde, was 
at that time commissioner at Sattara. We re- 
mained a few days on a visit at his house, and I 
always look back to the time passed in his and 
Mrs. Frere’ s society with real pleasure. 

The situation of the town of Sattara is beautiful, 
in one of those magnificent Deccan plains nearly 
surrounded by mountains ; and above the town is 
the fort, standing on a hill some hundred feet in 
height. It was built by Sivajee, and in it is still 
shown the palace, in which his descendants were 
for so many years imprisoned by their nominal 
ministers, the Brahmin Feishwas. 

The fi>rt oontained no less than sixteen temples, 
of whioh four were dedicated to different forms ot 
Siva, or Mahadeo, the tutelary god of the Mah- 
ratta race ; and five to various shapes of the dread 
goddess Bowanee, the patroness of Sivajee and his 
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family. Two of these temples were especially dedi- 
cated to her, who is, as I have already remarked, 
the goddess of small-pox and cholera. 

Most of the garrison establishments of the hill- 
forts are hereditary. I have a list of the heredi- 
tary office-bearers of Sattara fort as they stood at 
the time we were there ; all of them asserted that 
their office had been originally conferred on their 
ancestor by Sivajee. The garrison muster-roll 
may have some interest, as illustrating the military 
arrangements of bygone days. It comprised the 
families of a washerman, a tailor, a potter, a smith, 
a carpenter, a sword cutler, an astrologer, a pen- 
man, a Mahomedan moolla or priest, a goldsmith, 
and a gardener ! All of these had small patches 
of land assigned to them for their subsistence. 
Near the fort in which they all lived, seventeen 
families of Mhars had not only land, but six shil- 
lings a month each in cash — a rare privilege in the 
garrison ; and they had also a priest of their own, 
with a separate stipend : so had thirty families of 
hereditary Mahratta sepoys, and two ensign- 
bearers, who, with the Mhars, formed the fighting 
portion of the garrison. 

It is a tradition current in the hill-forts in the 
Deccan, and so universally so, that it can hardly 
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be destitute of some foundation in fact, that human 
sacrifices were always a part of the ceremony of 
laying the foundations of a hill-fort. There can 
be no doubt that such sacrifices were a part of the 
religion of the aboriginal inhabitants of the Deccan, 
and numerous traces may yet be found of the pre- 
valence of such bloody rites. 

At Sattara, the tradition runs that the son and 
daughter of the head Mahr 1 of the district were 
buried alive under the towers which flank the prin- 
cipal entrance to the fort, and similar tales are 
told of the other towers. 

It is not, then, to be wondered at, that the Deccan 
forts are supposed to be peopled with ghosts. The 
chief object of the rites practised by the Mahrs, 
at the dussera, is to appease these spirits. 

1 The Mahrs and Mangs are 4 outcast/ and live apart, 
generally outside the fort or village walls. They are sup- 
posed to be remnants of a conquered race, reduced to the 
condition of helots by the conquering Hindoos. Among 
themselves (as I have said in my account of the palanquin- 
bearers, who are of the Mahr caste) they always assume the 
title of aborigines. Large numbers of them were always 
attached to each of the hill-forts, and a cluster of their huts 
will generally be found in some sheltered spot at the foot of 
the hills within gun-shot of the fort walls. They not only 
did most of the service of the garrison in cutting and carry., 
ing grass, tire-wood, and other burdens, but took a prominent 
part in tfce defence of the stronghold whenever occasion 
required. 
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A gentleman of my acquaintance was present »n 
the night of this great festival, and gave me the 
following details of what took place : “ A young 

bull-buffalo was brought up to the temple of Bo- 
wanee, the tutelary goddess of the fort, the pa- 
troness of Sivajee its founder, and the female 
incarnation of evil and all that is cruel and san- 
guinary. The temple stands near the angle at 
which tradition says several thousand of the be- 
sieging troops of Aurungzebe, the Emperor of 
Delhi, were destroyed by one of their own mines, 

‘ through the special interposition of the goddess.’ 
It is a small stone temple, of the ordinary form. 
Inside, when we reached it, were several Mhar 
priests engaged in ceremonies of which we could 
see but little by the light of a single lamp. Out- 
side were crowds of Mhars — some holding the buf- 
falo by ropes tied to the horns, others armed with 
old swords and spears. ‘ It is but a calf,’ said an 
old man near me ; * there is nothing done now as 
in the old time, when we used to have the largest 
and finest bull-buffalo in the whole country to 
sacrifice. 

“ Presently, one of the priests from within the 
temple came out, and the chief Mahr present 
stepped forward and struck the animal .a slight 
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blow on the neck, with a sword. There is always 
some dispute between the heads of rival houses for 
the honour of striking the first blow ; but, when 
once struck, every one present rushed at the poor 
beast, which was allowed, by those who held the 
ropes, to run to the narrow path, which follows the 
course of the ramparts round the crest of the pre- 
cipitous hill. The whole crowd followed, yelling 
and striking the victim with their weapons, if they 
had any, or, if unarmed, with their hands. From 
what I heard, they seemed to have some notion 
like that attached to the scapegoat ; the striking 
the animal transferred to it, not their sins, but 
their ill-luck, as they called it. Terrified by the 
noise and blows, the poor creature was not long in 
running the circuit of the ramparts ; and, when it 
returned to the temple, it was dragged, bleeding 
and exhausted, to the temple-door, where its head 
was struck off by a blow from the sword of one of 
one of the principal Mhars, and the whole crowd 
set to work to cut up the carcase. 

“ I had not expected anything so savage as the 
whole scene ; and went to bed to dream of these 
cruel rites in the old palace fort. When about 
midnight, I was aroused by a sort of dirge, in 
which one voice chaunted a sentence, after which a 
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chorus replied, and so on, in alternate verses. It 
was the whole body of the Mahrs going round the 
fort in solemn procession, and chanting an invoca- ' 
tion to the ghosts and demons to come and ac- 
cept the offerings for them. 

“ These offerings consisted of pieces of the flesh of 
the victim — of the blood which had been caught in 
a dish, when the head was struck off — of bread — 
of intoxicating spirits— of every eatable in common 
use among the Mahrs — salt — sugar — spices — ghee 
—opium — and tobacco — all were borne on brass or 
copper dishes, and surrounded by men carrying 
naked swords. 

“ The entrails of the victim were wound round the 
necks of the elders of the tribe who led the way. 

“ It is impossible to give a perfect impression of 
the wild and unearthly effect of the chant, as the 
procession passed slowly round the ramparts. 

“The following translation of some of the sentences 
I heard, may give some idea of its character. It 
began with a sort of dialogue : — 

Solo. — ■* Beat, lads, beat! 

Chor . — Strike, lads, strike ! 

Solo. — Strike with a club! 

Chor. — What shall we strike? 

Solo. — Strike the foemau V 

(Then, after repeating several sentences of the 
same kind, the invocation of demons began). 
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Solo. — ‘ Drop by drop, 

Drink blood ! 

Chor. — Drink blood ! 

Solo. — Bit by bit, 

Eat flesh ! 

Chor. — Eat flesh ! ’ 

Each of the following sentences were repeated 
in chorus after the solo : — 

Solo. — ‘ Take some liver! 

Eat some bread ! 

Taste the gore! ’ 

And so on, through the whole list of the bar- 
barous feast ; as each article was named, a morsel 
of it was taken from the dish on which it was car- 
ried, and thrown into the air, over the rampart, and 
was supposed to be taken by some of the crowd of 
spirits who were believed to hover round the assem- 
blage. After every two or three sentences, the 
whole body joined in a shout of ‘ Be propitious !’ 

“ An old man, next day, told me — ‘ We throw 
the morsels to the spirits. In former days, they 
used to be very bold, and came to take them out of 
our hands ; now they are become more shy, and 
we must throw the morsels over the ramparts ; but 
still, not a morsel falls to the ground, all are 
caught up in the air as they fall ; and if you 
now go round under the path we traversed last 
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night, you will not find a single morsel, nor the 
vestige of one. The spirits are still very dangerous 
to the impious, or unwary ; and woe to the man 
who, from indolence, or a desire to pry, remains 
behind his fellows. Unless we all keep close 
round the dishes on which the offerings are borne, 
and the swordsmen hedge us round about, evil is 
sure to befall us. The danger is greater to a 
stranger than to one of ourselves; the demons 
know all of us who belong to the fort, and are less 
apt to hurt us; but a man from another village 
must be very careful. It was only last year, a re- 
lation of my own came here, a village four miles off, 
to see me at the Dussera. He was incautious, and 
lagged behind the main band, what he saw we know 
not, but he never reached his home alive. He set 
out to return next morning, and was seized and 
died on the road. The effect of the offerings is 
to propitiate the Demons for the rest of the 
year. After a while they become hungry again, 
and, if not propitiated, would possess us and our 
cattle.” 

The rain was constant during our stay at 
Sattara. I was rarely able to go out ; but, when- 
ever there was a ‘ break,’ I hurried forth, and went 
one evening to Sungum Maolee, where the rivers, 
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Yenna and Grishna join. On both sides of the 
streams are several temples ; and on the bank of 
the river on the Sattara side, are magnificent 
banyan trees, where wild monkeys live in luxury, 
fed carefully by the villagers ; these animals are of 
the large kind, with grey beards. 

On a very high bank overlooking the river, are 
temples, and a broad flight of steps leading up to 
them from the water’s edge. The temples are built 
of stone in the usual style, some erected by private 
individuals, and dedicated to their favorite deities. 
One being in honor of Pureshram. In the ‘ Pooran,’ 
which contains the marvellous deeds of Crishna, it is 
related, that Pureshram was for several days under 
a Wur tree (Ficus indica), in the village of Maolee, 
performing religious austerities ; on which account, 
the place is said to be sacred to him, and one who 
paid him a peculiar worship, built the temple here, 
one hundred and seventy-five years ago. Then there 
is another dedicated to the river gods, by a devotee, 
who conceived that ‘as the Crishna and Yenna rivers 
are essences of the deity,’ an edifice ought to be 
raised in their honor. All the temples have some 
tale or legend attached to them — one more will 
suffice. 

“ The temple dedicated to RameshUr was built 
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about eight years ago, by a man named Pureshram, 
•who had formerly been a mendicant in Sattara. 
One day, as he was performing his religious duties 
near his hut, he saw a hole in the earth, and 
discovered a large cavity filled with treasure. He 
covered up the hole, and afterwards built on the 
spot a small cottage. Having managed to get out 
the treasure, he began to carry on the business of 
a banker with the cities around Sattara. The 
Rajah of Sattara, having at length heard of the 
above circumstance, sent for him, and, having 
learned from Pureshram himself the particulars of 
what had occurred, said to him — ‘ The treasure 
which God has given you is yours, and you may 
safely enjoy it.’ From that day Pureshram began 
to transact his business openly in Sattara itself.” 

This story is well known. Besides temples, 
Pureshram constructed dhurmsalas, wells, and 
other works, at an outlay of many lacs 1 of rupees. 

There are several handsome tombs at Sungum 
Maolee, raised to the memory of widows who have 
performed suttee. Not far from these monuments 
is one to Shahoo Maharajah’s black dog. The eause 
of its having been so highly honoured is this: 
“ Shahoo Maharajah was very fond of hunting. He 
* 1 A lac is £10,000. 
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had a black greyhound named i Kundia/ which one 
day saved his life from a tiger, which was about 
to spring upon him, and to which the dog, by 
barking, drew his attention. The maharajah fired 
at and killed the beast, and regarding the dog as 
the preserver of his life, treated him ever after 
with extreme kindness, taking him in his palanquin 
whenever he went out. When the dog died, he 
was buried at Maolee, and a monument was 
erected on the spot." 

One evening the Kanees of Sattara invited the 
governor to a * kutha ’ (theatrical entertainment) 
and ‘ natch.’ 

A 

It was dark when we reached the palace; all 
along the building were strings of lighted lamps. 

On arriving, the youth adopted by the late 
Rajah to succeed him on the musnid (throne), re- 
ceived Mrs. Frere and me at the great gate, and 
we began a long walk through broad and narrow 
passages, being preceded by men bearing torches ; 
then passing the large, dimly-lighted durbar-room, 
mounted a very narrow dark staircase, and found 
ourselves in a small apartment, where the ranees 
met us, and after the customary salutations, we all 
sat down on sofas. The governor and his suite had 
not yet arrived; I had, therefore, m little time to 
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observe all around me. There were the three 
Ranees in beautiful sarees of rich, thick material, 
completely concealing them. Behind them stood 
several women, with chowries (large fans made of 
peacocks’ feathers, mounted in silver handles), and 
one held a silver box for the betle-nut, paun, and 
lime, which the Hindoos are constantly putting 
into their mouths. Native gentlemen, whose rank 
did not entitle them to sit on chairs, were either 
standing or sitting on the ground, numerous at- 
tendants being dispersed about. 

The room was small. On each side were rows 
of wooden pillars, painted dingy red, and between 
them red silk curtains fastened up. There were 
openings into side apartments, before which hung 
red draperies. If there were windows in the room 
where we sat, they were closed. The heat was 
very great : the hanging lamps were numerous, 
and the wax candles in them were constantly going 
out. 

When the Governor was announced, the Ranees 
met him at the door. The conversation was soon 
exhausted. Some of the family curiosities were 
brought. Among them Sivajee’s sword, which he 
called ‘ Bhowanee,’ after the goddess : it is now 
worshipped as a divinity, and has its own temple 

VOL. II. D 
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in tiie palace, with the usual allowance of well- 
paid Brahmins to perform the customary cere- 
monies of the shrine. It is curious that it is not 
an Oriental, but an Italian blade, of admirable tem- 
per and workmanship, with the word ‘Genova/ 
and part of the maker's name still legible on it. 
The gentlemen of the party declared it was a very 
fine blade, of the kind sometimes shown in old 
Scotch collections as ‘ a real Andrea Ferrara.’ 
With it is shown the sword of Afzool Ehan, the 
unfortunate Beejapoore general, so treacherously 
murdered by Sivajee, which was taken from him 
by Sivajee at the time of the murder, and several 
varieties of ‘wagnuks’ (tigers’ claws), and even 
the very one which Sivajee stuck into Afzool 
Khan’s side. This I thought a very curious family 
treasure and relic ; but I was told that Sivajee 
pretended, and his family affect to believe, that the 
murder was committed under the direct inspiration 
of his tutelary divinity, Bhowanee ; and it was in 
truth a deed worthy of the sanguinary goddess, 
the guardian deity of Thugs, professed murderers. 

We were shown some old pictures painted two 
hundred years ago by native artists : the subjects 
were different events in the life of Sumbajee, the 
son of Sivajee. The eldest Ranee displayed her 
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girdle — a gold belt inlaid with precious stones, and 
one enormous emerald in the clasp. All the trea- 
sures ended with her highness’s horoscope. It 
seemed to be an endless story — a long roll written 
in Sanscrit, and full of astrological figures ; on the 
margin were illuminated patterns; at the com- 
mencement of the roll was a painting of Gunputty, 
the god of prosperity. 

It was now time for the concert ; the musicians 
sat on the ground. One had a large instrument 
shaped like a harp, but placed across his knees. It 
had a great number of strings. The sound was 
not unpleasant, and the performance was admir- 
able. Another had a kind of violin, by no means 
agreeable to listen to. Then a third brought forth 
some very soft notes from a lyre, and a fourth 
played very expertly on a drum. The instrumental 
concert concluded, women came forward, sat down 
on the ground, and began singing. The prima 
donna’s voice was very monotonous. She sang a 
solo, in Mahratta ; other women joined in a chorus, 
the words of which, I was told, were, 1 After twelve 
years send me back my love.’ 

I began to think this song would never end — so 
did the Kanee ; she sent one of her attendants to 
desire the women not to be so slow, when the 

D 2 
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prima donna turned round to him, and said, 
“ What do you know about music ?” then went on 
with her singing till some 4 natch ’ girls appeared. 

I have described their manner of dancing already. 
They were beautifully dressed. The entertainment 
concluded with the Kuthas. The performer was a 
famous Hurdass Gossein, one of the most celebrated 
of his profession ; while singing these kuthas, he 
struck together two large and very heavy pieces ot 
bell-metal, which he held in one hand, somewhat in 
the manner of castanets. The sound is very 
agreeable, like the clear note of a bell. The sub- 
ject of his first song was, C’rishna going to battle 
and wanting water ; he performed a miracle, and 
obtained some. The performance ended with a dis- 
course on humility. 

By this time it was getting late ; the heat was 
almost intolerable. The candles were burning down 
fast; the mosquitos were devouring us; and it 
was time to retire, which we did, after expressing 
to the Ranees the gratification the evening’s amuse- 
ment had given us. 

We then went through the same narrow passages 
again, the Governor holding Yenkajee’s hand, he 
taking one of mine, while my other hand was 
grasped by the youngest boy — so we all went along 
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sideways (for the passages were too narrow to 
admit of four persons walking abreast), till we got 
to the carriages. 

But there was still another festivity to take 
place the next day, for the Ranees had invited us 
to a cutcherry or durbar ; and, on this occasion, 
their highnesses were to receive the Governor in 
state. 

We went, in the first instance, to what is called 
the little palace, which is, in fact, a summer-house, 
situated in a garden ; on entering which, we pro- 
ceeded along a narrow, raised walk ; on each side 
were ereca palms and cypresses, the light and 
graceful stem of the former contrasting with the 
dark foliage of the latter tree. 

The little palace was nearly surrounded by a 
small tank, illuminated on all sides. The interior 
of the building was brilliantly lighted from top to 
bottom. One room was entirely encrusted with 
mirrors ; even the ceiling ; which had a curious 
effect, owing to the incessant multiplication of every 
light and object in the apartment. The ceiling of 
another chamber was painted vermilion, with a 
little gilding ; the pillars being also of red. There 
were numerous examples of the Hindoo taste for 
decorating the walls of their dwellings with pictures 



38 


AN ART-EXHIBITION. 


and engravings, most frequently of the commonest 
sort, as they do not know the difference between a 
Claude and a one-shilling wood-cut. In one in- 
stance, the. walls were covered with paintings, ap- 
parently copied from common English prints. They 
were on glass, and done in china, so crowded, that 
the frames touched each other ; and were placed 
with little or no reference to the subject. Modern 
kings and heroes, ancient gods and goddesses of 
Greece or Eome, and Hindoo deities, all being 
mixed together. 

I was much amused by observing the device 
employed to obtain space for one picture ; there 
had evidently been no room for it in its proper 
position. The subject was a Venus lying down. 
The person who had arranged this curious gallery, 
would not leave the goddess out, and she was so 
placed, that she appeared standing on her 
head! 

It was now time to go to the principal palace — 
where the Ranees expected the Governor. The 
building was surrounded by rows of lamps, and the 
street illuminations were managed in a very primi- 
tive manner — a number of small wicks were placed 
in little pans of oil, fixed on poles. There were 
crowds of natives, and several elephants were 



A STRANGE JOURNEY. 


89 


drawn up when we left the carriage. We were 
conducted into a large room, brilliantly lighted with 
coloured lamps. Here a supper was ready — half 
European— half Indian in the arrangements. 

We were almost immediately told that the 
Ranees wished to receive the ladies. We had not 
far to go, for I heard the princesses were estab- 
lished in an inner apartment, with a bamboo screen 
suspended before the door. Behind this, the 
ladies and I therefore retired, and found ourselves 
in a dark room, when I was made conscious of the 
presence of the Ranees by one of them taking my 
hand and leading me to a sofa. 

A few minutes only elapsed before a woman 
made her appearance, holding a common tin 
candlestick in which was a lamp. I could just 
perceive the eldest Ranee was unveiled. She 
seized my hand, and we began groping our way 
out of the room. The other Ranees and ladies fol- 
fowed — not a word was uttered. At first we tra- 
versed long dark passages, then hurried up and 
down steep, narrow staircases ; when the way be- 
came too narrow, the Ranee and I were obliged to 
separate, and follow each other ; when it became 
wider, she took my hand, and quickened her pace. 
On we went, the faint light of the attendant con- 
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stantly flickering before us, and we often lost sight 
of her as she kept twisting and twirling among the 
never-ending passages. At last we suddenly came 
to the brink of a tank, surrounded by lights. Here 
we halted. I began to think we were in an en- 
chanted palace, and that the Ranee might disappear 
on a broomstick. I had just time to breathe and 
look at her : there she stood, at the edge of the 
tank, looking rather more like a witch than a fairy. 
I could see her neck was completely covered with 
emeralds and pearls, her ankles with splendid ban- 
gles, and her wrists and fingers glittered with brace- 
lets and rings ; while her highness’s feet had not 
been forgotten — for her toes were likewise adorned 
with silver rings. 

Again, quicker than ever, we seemed to fly 
through more places of mystery, till we arrived, 
unexpectedly, at the top of a staircase, where she 
left me. I looked around, and, lo ! she had 
vanished! Below was a blaze of light, and the 
voices of hundreds of human beings were distinctly 
heard. 

In a minute or two, her highness returned enve- 
loped in a very ample and splendid saree, as were 
also the two other widows. Again she took my 
hand, and we went down the stairs, and entered 
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the durbar-room— the Ranee walking slowly, and in 
a dignified manner, through lines of courtiers and 
numerous attendants, ranged to receive her. The 
Governor and his suite were present. 

The apartment was a fine one. The walls and 
pillars were oovered with red silk and gold 
drapery, (Kincob.) The chandeliers and lamps, 
which seemed countless, were of all kinds of coloured 
glass. On the floor were placed two very large 
silver candelabra. On one side of the room sat the 
European guests ; on the other, the Hindoo court. 
The Ranees and the Governor occupied one end of 
the room, and close to the walls stood, or squatted 
down, crowds of natives. 

Then followed the usual attempt at conversation, 
on the part of the Ranee ; and the customary en- 
quiries concerning our health, and whether our 
journey had been agreeable. Before we took leave 
we were shewn the private temple of the Ranees. 
The household gods were of gold, and surrounded 
by silver candlesticks. 

Connected with this family temple, and the 
household gods, a story was told me which curiously 
illustrates the superstitions of even the upper 
classes of natives, and as it was related to the resi- 
dent, by the late Rajah’s prime minister, and con- 
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fidential friend ; there can be no doubt of its truth. 
When the late Rajah felt his end approaching, as he 
had nochildren of his own ; he began to think seriously 
of adopting a successor. His own feelings were 
strongly in favor of adopting the little foundling- 
boy whom he had brought up as a kind of pet ; but 
to this step, considerations of family interest and 
policy were alike opposed, as the adoption of a child 
of low birth totally unconnected with his race, would 
greatly lessen the chance of the adoption being ap- 
proved of by the government. 

One day his prime minister, an old and faithful 

servant, happened to be tete-a-tete with his prince, 

* 

and urged him so strongly on the point, that the 
Rajah said he would refer the matter for the deci- 
sion of Bhowanee, hereditary tutelary deity of his 
house. So they went into the family temple, and 
the Rajah, taking some grains of boiled rice from 
the dish set before the idol, stuck one on each side 
of the image, saying,, if the grain on one side stuck 
longest, he would consider it as approving his wish 
to adopt the foundling ; but if the grain on the 
other side adhered, he would be convinced his 
wish was disapproved of. The result was un- 
favourable to his pet, and the Rajah found out some 
reason for not thinking the test conclusive, and 
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evaded any final decision on the point. As, how- 
ever, he daily got worse, and the people around 
him pressed him to adopt some one, he again sent 
for the prime minister, and, when they were alone, 
made him write on two slips of paper the name of 
his pet, and that of a distant blood relation of his 
highness’ own. These papers were folded, thrown 
down on the floor before the idol, and a young 
child, who was playing in the street, was called 
in and told to go into the temple, pick up one 
piece of paper and bring it to the Bnjah. This was 
done, and the paper bore the name of the blood 
relation. The Bajah then bowed to fate and 
Bhowanee, and adopted his relative ; and, though 
the issue of the matter was not such as he hoped 
for, he consoled himself by thinking that it was, 
at all events, the will of Bhowanee and a decree 
of inexorable fate. 

The following day we left Sattara in a storm, 
and passed the next twenty-four hours in our car- 
riages. Our journey was retarded by the over- 
flowing of the rivers, the rain having fallen inces- 
santly for several days. 

We found, during our journey, only one bridge 
over the Crishna. When we reached the sacred 
stream at other places, we had to ford it. At one 
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spot the water was so high that it entered the car* 
riage; and when we reached the other side, the water 
had to be baled out. I thought the Hindoos would 
have refused thus to insult their dear Crishna. It 
is so sacred a river, that, formerly, no bridge was 
allowed to be built over it. The late Rajah was 
the first who suffered the bridge we had crossed 
to-day to be built. When it was finished, the 
Brahmins declared it would not stand ; but they 
own that the good fortune of the British in India 
is too strong for Crishna Bye (the Lady Crishna) 
to oppose ; or, as the little Brahmin children near 
it believe, because the spell was broken by burying 
a living Brahmin child under one of the founda- 
tions. 1 

1 Throughout the whole length of its course in the Sattara 
territory, the Crishna is nowhere used for purposes of irri- 
gation, except at one spot near Sattara, where a small patch 
of land is irrigated by four leathern buckets, which draw 
water from the sacred river. This land belonged to a very 
industrious gardener, a very pious votary of Crishna. One 
night, the river goddess appeared to him in a dream, and 
told him, as a reward for his piety and industry, she was 
pleased to allow him to set up a well of four buckets, and 
irrigate his land from the holy stream, which he did, and his 
descendants have continued to draw from the same stream 
to this day. Many others, the villagers say, have endea- 
voured to follow his example, but some evil always befals 
them ; while the gardener’s family have always prospered — 
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Towards evening we arrived at a river which 
was so swollen, it was impossible to cross it, and 
we passed the night by the side of the rapid, 
roaring stream. Early the next morning (the 
waters having subsided), we were able to con- 
tinue our journey, and to reach Poona without any 
further disaster. 

a sure proof, they say, that to him, and him alone, the god- 
dess gave leave to use her stream. The irrigation in the 
neighbourhood all depends either on wells or on the small 
streams which fall into the Crishna. 
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CHAPTEK III. 

WEST RAILROAD IN INDIA OPENED AT BOMBAY — LEAVE 

INDIA — VOYAGE TO ADEN — LEAVE ADEN FOE SUEZ 

JOURNEY ACROSS THE DESERT TO CAIRO. 

Shortly before we left India, the railroad at 
Bombay was completed to a short distance beyond 
Tannah. 

This was the first railroad opened in India. It 
can well be imagined what astonishment and excite- 
ment it caused among the natives, as well as what 
surprise it occasioned to many Europeans ; for there 
were Anglo-Indians at Bombay, who had not been 
in Europe for many years, and who, therefore, had 
not seen a rail-road. The station from whence we 
started on a kind of experimental trip, is at Byculla, 
about three miles from the fort of Bombay. 



RAIL ROADS IN INDIA. 


47 


A very handsome new temple had been com- 
menced before the railroad was contemplated, 
actually contiguous to the station, and was on the 
verge of completion when the latter was opened. 

A railway station, and a Hindoo temple in juxta 
position — the work of the rulers and the ruled. 
Could one possibly imagine buildings more opposite 
in their purposes, or more indicative of the charac- 
ter of the races ? the last triumphs of science side 
by side with the superstitions of thousands of years 
ago. 

We made the journey from the commencement to 
the end of the line, as far as it was finished. 

All the country was familiar to me ; but, as.we 
approached Tannah, there are the ruins to the left 
of a Portuguese church, where St. Francis Xavier 
is said to have performed a great miracle, that of 
converting a number of Pagans to Christianity at 
one time . 1 

When we reached Tannah, a place near the rail- 
road was shown us where a few months ago a tiger 
was shot. This reminds me of a drawing (I think 
it was in ‘ Punch’) in which a tiger is represented 

1 In the Dictionaire Historique, St. Francis Xavier is 
called “ L'Apdtre des Indes,” John, King of Portugal, sent 
him to the East Indies, in 1542. 
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carrying away a stoker, or a porter on an Indian 
railroad. However, I do not think this will 
ever happen, as the steam-engines will speedily 
drive away all the tigers and jackals from the 
islands of Bombay and Salsette. 

A few miles from Tannah, we stopped to look at 
the scenery, which is very beautiful. We were 
protected from the sun by a very high hill about 
seven hundred feet high. On it had lived in peace- 
ful retirement, a few months previously, numerous 
monkeys. They had been frightened away, and 
had sought some more secluded spot. 

When I had last travelled on a railroad, 
(going to Southampton, en route to India), what 
different objects had presented themselves to 
those that I saw this afternoon. Here and 
there a religious mendicant standing with his 
eyes wide open, staring at the puffing, blowing 
engine, thinking it might be - another avatar of 
Crishna ! — a bullock gbaree creeping on at about 
two miles an hour ! — or a bridal-party on foot, the 
bride walking behind the bridegroom, the progress 
of the procession being momentarily arrested by the 
novelty of the sight. The scene was altogether 
curious, and very interesting. 

The introduction of railways into India, must, in 
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time, destroy the influence of caste ; the natives 
will be obliged to mix more with each other, and, 
by degrees, such distinctions will disappear. It is 
to be hoped so ; for, so long as caste exists, it is to 
be feared, that even education will do but little to 
introduce Christianity in India. All those who be- 
come Christians are considered outcasts by those 
who still remain heathens ; and are deserted even 
by relations; therefore, unless the individual be 
protected by those who have been instrumental 
in his conversion, he is without any means of 
getting a livelihood. 

Not long ago, a wealthy Hindoo at Bombay 
wishing to go to Tannah by the railroad, expressed 
a desire that he might not be in the same carriage 
with natives of another caste from himself. He was 
told this could not be the case ; he must travel 
with other passengers of the same class ; he was 
obliged, of course, to submit. 

As we rushed along, on our return to Parell, on 
the occasion of the excursion, of which I have 
spoken, the palms appeared more majestic than 
usual, and to look down upon us with contempt and 
disgust, while the monster of an engine sent forth 
an unearthly, protracted yell, as it tore over the 
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flats Of Bombay, where, after sunset, the jackals 
had for so long held undisputed sway. 

The day for our leaving Bombay arrived at last ; 
and* on the 29th of December, 1853, we embarked 
on board the Feroze — a ship I had christened three 
or four years before. 

As we left the shore, the sun was just setting ; 
Colaba, with its houses, palms, and lighthouse, 
stood out in deep shadow against a crimson sky, 
and I remained on deck till we had passed all the 
well-known scenery in the harbour, straining my 
eyes to catch the last glimpse of all my old haunts. 

The confinement of a ship is never tedious to 
me, and in the little incidents that take place on 
board, and in the variety of character exhibited 
by my fellow-passengers, I always find constant 
amusement. 

In some of the large American steamers there 
are, I believe, nurseries for the children, which 
are so placed in the ship that the little travellers 
cannot be troublesome to those on board who may 
dislike their companionship. In our steamer, the 
very young children began to cry at early dawn, 
while others of a larger growth would scream and 
romp all day on deck — as a matter-of-course, per- 
petually annoying some old bachelor who had a 
most particular aversion to their playful gambols. 
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Those only who have made long sea voyages 
can tell what the pleasure is when land is first 
sighted ; all run to the sides of the vessel, and — 
though, perhaps, no eyes but those of an ex- 
perienced sailor can distinguish it — the very idea 
of land having been seen by anyone gives new life 
to all on board. 

The weather was bright and beautiful; there 
were watery creatures, strange to look at, floating 
under and on the waves, and, as the sun shone on 
them, they looked like coloured gems ; but still 
more beautiful were the effects caused on the sea, 
at night, by the phosphoric animalcule. 

There was a truly English marine band on 
board ; a more discordant one I never heard, and 
during many evenings we had to bear with, not 
listen to, that wretched bad music. It played, 
whenever dinner was announced, the ‘ Roast beef 
of old England of which it was cruel to be 
reminded, for we had nothing but the thin bad 
mutton (which recalled to my recollection “the 
affectionate Butcher,”) and the tough fowls of 
Bombay. 

As we approached Aden, after eight days’ voyage 
from Bombay, every one looked brighter and more 
animated. 

e 2 
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Aden is a strange place, but is grand in its scenery, 
with its bold, rugged rocks and sharp peaked sum- 
mits; all of a brownish, dingy -red colour, with 
scarcely a weed visible in the fissures in the rocks. 

On approaching the harbour, the place lost 
somewhat of its sombre, appearance. In the far 
distance faint outlines of mountains were seen. 
The bungalows of the Europeans, and the number 
of ships and boats on the dark-blue water, 
which dashed up against the gloomy, bleak 
rocks, gave a more cheerful appearance to this 
wild and dreary scenery. 

But, if possible, far stranger and more wild are 
the Sumali natives of the north-western peninsula. 
They seem, indeed, inhabitants of another world ; 
at all events, they scarcely look like human beings. 
They wear very little covering ; their skins are of 
a dingy, burnt sienna colour. Their hair is 
naturally black, curly and woolly; but they 
have a custom of dying it a deep red. I saw one 
of these men, who had his head prepared for the 
process of dyeing. His hair was covered with a 
thick paste of shell-lime, so closely smeared all 
over his head that, to all appearance, he had 
on a skull-cap. When the paste becomes dry, 
it is removed; and the hair, being thus dyed, 
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is greased with mutton fat, when the head much 
resembles a 1 mop,’ used by housemaids in England. 
Nothing can look more unearthly than these crea- 
tures, when their red hair, which curls close, 
becomes lank, and falls in wiry ringlets over their 
their copper-coloured faces. 

The hotel — or, more properly, the travellers’ 
bungalow — at Aden is similar to the ‘places of 
entertainment ’ one meets with in Western India, 
where people are made as uncomfortable as they 
can be — but with this addition that the cock- 
roaches at Aden dispute with the traveller the 
possession of the skeleton bed which stands in the 
unfurnished room. This wretched hotel has re- 
ceived the name of the ‘ Hotel of the Prince of 
Wales.’ It is a very long building, with broad 
verandahs. All the ladies and children who could 
not have separate rooms, occupied together a large 
apartment, furnished only with divans. Sleep 
was out of the question, for the dogs barked and 
howled all night. 

The voyage up the Red Sea, from Aden to Suez, 
is full of interest. Towards the evening of the day 
we left the former place, we saw the African coast, 
and a few small islands, close to the larger Strait of 
Babel Mandel, well known as the c Gate of Tears,’ 
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The ranges of distant hills, and the imposing 
nearer mountains, with their peaked summits, ren- 
der the scenery of this part of the Red Sea extremely 
grand. SeveraDdays intervened between our pass- 
ing the smaller strait of Babel Mandel, and our 
arrival at Suez. The time, however, slipped plea- 
santly by. The day before we reached the port, 
the magnificent range of Mount Sinai was distinctly 
visible, and the position of Tor was pointed out to 
ns. 

Towards the evening of the last day’s voyage, we 
passed, on our left, an opening in the mountains 
between Abu Deraj and Jebel Atakah — being the 
valley in which some of the learned of the present day 
agree that most probably the children of Israel 
encamped before they crossed the Red Sea. It was 
with feelings of intense interest that we looked at 
this valley, and, indeed, at the surrounding scenery, 
so full of biblical recollections. 

Here, for the first time, we had a truly European 
sky — that well-known dull, heavy, grey sky, which 
seems to Weigh on one’s spirits, and I felt, I was no 
longer in ‘ the East.’ Suez was soon in sight. As 
we approached, all forgot Moses, and Pharoab, 
Aaron and Deborah, and thought only of the neces- 
sities of the moment — all the passengers wishing to 
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secure a few hours’ rest before landing, which they 
did about two in the morning. There was no 
choice, for the conveyances of the Transit Company 
were waiting for them. 

We, however, did not land till some hours after, 
and when I went on deck the ship looked quite 
deserted ; all the cabin-doors were wide open — all 
the inmates gone ! The berths contained no ves- 
tige of their late occupants — save a tin-jug and 
basin, nothing was left to tell the story ! and persons 
who had been in constant companionship for nearly 
a fortnight would never, probably, meet again. 

The carriage sent for us by the Pacha of Egypt, 
to convey us to Cairo, was a most comfortable 
coach, of Parisian manufacture, drawn by six 
animals, some of which were horses, others mules. 
They set off at great speed, which, however, did 
not last long, as the sand was occasionally too deep 
to proceed rapidly. Afterwards, however, when- 
ever the road admitted of it, we were carried along 
at the rate of ten miles an hour. Our servants 
followed in a vehicle, very much like an omnibus, 
drawn by four horses. 

A few miles to our right was the fort, 
of Ajrud, where pilgrims receive shelter and pro- 
tection. To our left, at the extremity of the 
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sandy plain over which we travelled, were high, 
hills j all, for miles around us, being nothing but 
sandy desert A few stunted acacia-bushes were 
occasionally seen, their leaves covered with sand 
and dust. Now and then, camels passed us, laden 
with baggage, going to Suez ; and, strewn about 
in all directions, were skeletons of m$ny of these 
animals that, having become exhausted under their 
burdens, had" been left on the way to die, and 
become the prey of vultures and other birds. Occa- 
sionally we saw some half-starved goats, standing 
on their hind-legs, nibbling at the dusty leaves of 
the stunted acacias. 

Refreshments were provided at the stations in 
the desert between Suez and Cairo. The rooms in 
these stations are large, furnished with divans, and 
the traveller finds the tables well covered with tur- 
keys, fowls, and hams. Near one of the stations, 
think the middle one, Abbas Pacha had built 
ne of those enormous palaces which are so numer- 
us in Egypt. There it stood, looking desolate — 
great staring building, with no tree, no bush 
ar it to soften the dreary solitude of the scene, 
he furniture, I understand, came from England. 
We reached Cairo at midnight, having been 
about twelve hours on the road from Suez. It had 
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been a very hot day, and it would have been agree- 
able to have found ‘ a pied & terre ’ 'at the hotel to 
which we drove at that late hour. After the ex- 
tremely hot day the night was chilly, and we felt 
painfully that we had left India, and that we 
should have no more tropical nights. 

At Shepperd’s Hotel we received the pleasing 
intelligence that there was not a room to be had. 
So away we drove to the Hotel d’Europe. “ Is this 
the Hotel d’Europe?” was onr anxious inquiry. 
“ Yes,” said a man, with a very gruff voice, 
evidently not in the best humour at having been 
roused from his slumbers. Following this sleepy 
personage, who had hurried on a loose kind of 
smock-frock, but whose legs and feet were bare, 
and who held a tallow candle in one hand, we were 
led through many dark passages, narrow, long, and 
by no means fragrant, till we came to a door, which 
it appeared impossible to open. After some little 
time, however, we gained admittance to a room, 
most cold and gloomy in appearance ; here the 
smock-frocked gentleman put his candle on the 
table, and left us to seek the master of the house, 
who at last came. He was a fat, portly gentleman, 
and stalked about in a pompous manner, giving us 
at first but little hope of anything more than one 
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room for seven people! After some reflection, 
however, he found accommodation for our rather 
large party, and in due course of time all was 
quiet, and we retired to rest. 



CHAPTER I V. 


CAIRO — FIRST VIEW AT CAIRO— SCENE FROM THE HOTEL — 
TRAVELLERS AND DONKEY BOYS — MATAREEH-IIELIOPOLIS, 

THE ANCIENT ON — PALACES AT CAIRO VIEW FROM THE 

CITADEL DINNER AT A COPT’S HOUSE BAZAAR 

MOSQUES — SHOOBRA — TOMBS OF THE CALIPHS — VISIT OF 
AN ARMENIAN LADY PETRIFIED FOREST. 

There are, no doubt, many persons who, when 
young, or even when, like myself, they are no 
longer so, have felt, on arriving at a strange place, 
late at night, an impatient longing for morning, 
from a wish to see the view from their windows. 
I scarcely ever remember to have felt this wish 
more strongly than I did on reaching Cairo — a 
town I had long been desirous to visit, and which I 
knew to be unlike any other, Lane’s charming book — 
‘ The Modern Egyptians ’ — being fresh in my mind. 
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At early dawn, I looked on a very narrow street. 
Directly opposite was a small, mysterious-looking 
latticed window in a white wall, behind which 
rose a graceful minaret, and a few date-palms, which 
I was glad to see, for they reminded me of the 
lovely island of Bombay. To the right was a good- 
sized house, with a large and very handsome pro- 
jecting window of the kind so common in this most 
picturesque and Arabian-night-like of cities. In 
the vicinity were many smaller windows, the blinds 
of which were drawn down. For a short time, all 
was quiet; presently, a man passed carrying a 
large pewter can, the contents of which looked like 
milk, cream, or curds. He commenced making 
known with a loud voice to the neighbourhood 
what he had to sell, and his cry aroused the slum- 
bering inhabitants to the occupations of daily life 
in Cairo. From the balcony of the hotel, situated 
in that part of Cairo called the ‘ Uzbekeeh,’ I en- 
joyed a variety of amusing scenes ; and, although I 
passed some time in the place, every hour almost 
brought something fresh, entertaining, and worthy 
of observation. 

This morning, an old man walked into my sitting- 
room, with a long cloak descending to his feet, and 
with his hat on, holding in his hand a bunch of 
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ostrich plumes. I thought he was mad at first, till 
I discovered he was desirous of selling these fea- 
thers. Not finding a purchaser, however, he quickly- 
retreated, and I saw him riding away on a donkey 
at full gallop, a boy running after him with a box 
of ostrich feathers in his arms ! 

Opposite the hotel were a few fine acacias, under 
which generally stood several donkeys and their 
attendant boys , 1 anxiously waiting to be hired. 

1 Groups of theso boys are always seen near hotels in 
Cairo. They are, in fiict, the c cads 9 of the place. But woe 
betide the hapless traveller just arrived from England, and 
not aware of the strange uncouth proceedings of these urchins. 
Anxious to ride and see the city, he beckons to one, and in 
a moment he finds himself surrounded by a dozen, and their 
donkeys ; each screaming out the merits both of his animal 
and himself. Almost all of them now know a few words of 
English. 1 Dat, sir, bad donkey/ 1 Dis no kick, sir/ In 
the meantime, they arc fighting with each other for the poor 
stranger’s patronage ; all close in — the tumult becomes 
general; while the unfortunate cause of the dispute is 
scarcely visible in the crowd around him ; an uplifted arm 
and every now and then angry language, showing, however, 
that life is not quite extinct. When, at length, he has 
selected, and is in the act of putting one leg over a donkey, 
he finds his other leg seized ; and he is pulled roughly by 
the arm, and dragged towards a different beast. At last, 
■with his coat nearly torn off his back, he succeeds in securing 
a c monture,’ and away he gallops, glad to escape with his 
life. I often witnessed such scenes as this from the window 
of the hotel, and they never failed to amuse me. It should, 
however, be borne in mind that it is far better to ride than 
drive through the bazaars. 
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Under the trees were also sellers of sugar-cane, 
and female orange merchants. These women wear 
the ‘ burko,’ or face-veil, which leaves the eyes 
only visible. Sometimes, a donkey passed, laden 
with pig-skins full of water, or with heavy bundles 
of grass ; then Copt priests, in black robes ; and, 
occasionally, an Egyptian dame riding (as Egyptian 
dames do ride) en cavalier , her ample black cloak 
floating in the wind, and looking like a large balloon 
— her full silk trousers, tied tight round the ancle, 
terminated by a pair of French grey doth ‘ brode- 
quins,’ tipped with polished leather ; while another, 
perhaps immediately following her, would have on 
the usual yellow morocco boots, formerly univer- 
sally worn by ladies in Cairo. From time to time, 
a body of the Pacha’s troops would file by, or a 
European carriage, full of strangers, lionizing , be 
rapidly driven past ; then all would be concealed 
by a cloud of Cairo dust, which, enveloping at 
once ladies, soldiers, quadrupeds, and crowd, ren- 
dered my hasty retreat from the balcony necessary. 

One morning, very early, we left Cairo to visit 
Matareeh and Heliopolis, the On 1 of Scripture. 

1 “ And Pharaoh called Joseph’s name Zaphnath-paaneah, 
and he gave him to wife Asenath, the daughter of Poti- 
pherah, Priest of On ” — Genesis xli. 45. 
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The coachman took us a wrong way, and, 
in about an hour after starting, we found 
there was no longer any carriage-road ; we, 
therefore, determined to walk over the fields, 
and send the carriage round to meet us. We 
hesitated, indeed, at first, fearing the power of 
the sun ; but, recollecting we were no longer in the 
tropics, boldly pursued our excursion on foot. 
None but those who have passed some time in 
India can understand the sense of enjoyment felt 
on the occasion of a ‘ first walk ’ in Egypt at mid- 
day in January (when the sun, though powerful, is 
in no degree prejudicial) ; or the feeling of re- 
covered liberty, which, on first arriving at Cairo, 
has so great a charm for those who have been long 
accustomed to take the air only at stated hours in 
the morning and evening. 

We found Matareeh a miserable village. In a 
pretty garden there stands the tree under which, it 
is said, our Lord, with the Virgin Mary and Joseph, 
rested on their coming into Egypt. This tree is a 
sycamore, very like the large Indian wild fig-tree. 

It is a pity to throw a doubt on an old tradition, 
but there is nothing in this fine old tree to make 
one believe it is eighteen hundred years old. Its 
trunk and boughs have been disfigured by travel- 
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lers, who have thought to immortalize themselves 
by cutting their names in the bark. 

We rested some time in the garden, and I 
thought of wbat a foreigner had said to me a few 
days previously, when speaking of this place. He 
exclaimed — “ One can well e- mar-gene Josef telling 
his loaf dere to Asenate." 

There is nothing remaining of On, or Heliopolis, 
but low mounds, which surround a space of about 
one mile in length, and half a mile in breadth, and 
one obelisk of red granite about sixty-two feet in 
height. This obelisk stands in a pool of water, 
surrounded by willows and a few firs. It bears the 
name of Osistascn the First, in whose reign Sir 
Gardner Wilkinson supposes Joseph arrived in 
Egypt. 

Heliopolis signifies ‘ the city of the sun;’ and here 
stood the famous Bethshemeth — * the house of the 
sun’ — the image of which Jeremiah, in hisprophecies, 
foretold Nebuchadnezzar would break, and further, 
that he would burn the houses of the gods of the 
Egyptians with fire. 

A month’s residence in Cairo is not too long; 
there is so much to see in the city and its environs. 
One could see all in a much shorter space of time, 
but it would be a very hasty and unsatisfactory 
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survey; and I do not think that even a month 
would afford time for an excursion to any of the 
pyramids. 

There are several palaces at Cairo, of which, 
however, the exteriors are not at all handsome. 
They are almost all very large, but really not 
worth seeing ; few are in good order. There is a 
small one, built by Mahomet Ali, with a very 
small garden attached to it. From the windows 
of this house we had a view of the Nile, the 
city, and the pyramids, which are about twelve 
miles distant. With the exception of marble 
floors, and cashmere coverings for the divans in 
the principal apartments, there is nothing hand- 
some. All the palaces have large, lofty, and well- 
proportioned rooms, all hung with rich silk cur- 
tains ; but there is a sad mixture of splendour and 
bad taste, although the furniture is from Paris. 
The wainscoting is sometimes stained to look like 
marble. 

In one palace, lately built, there was in one 
room a beautiful large fountain, the ornaments of 
which were finely and sharply carved. Suite after 
suite of rooms did I traverse in those royal resi- 
dences, and I came away with a confused recol- 
lection of divans, chairs covered with rich brocaded 
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silk, heavy gilt-tables, gaudy carpets, huge modem 
French vases, full of articial flowers, large gilt 
porcelain clocks, and glass chandeliers — not a 
picture— not a book— to rest your eyes on, to re- 
lieve them from the mass of glittering, glaring 
objects in these numerous saloons. What a relief 
it was to leave them, and to gaze awhile on a 
minaret, however ruinous it might be, or a mosque, 
with its graceful arches and richly-ornamented 
porch ; even a tumbk~doim wall was an agreeable 
object to the eye, after so much gorgeous finery. 

One day that I went to see the view from the 
citadel, I was accompanied by a lady, who had 
passed many years at Cairo ; and, although the 
city and its neighbourhood were quite familiar to 
her, she was as enthusiastic with regard to the 
history of Egypt, as if she had only arrived there a 
few days before. 

On the other side of the Nile, or as it is called 
in Scripture the ‘ river of Egypt,’ stand at this day 
the three pyramids, which existed even before the 
arrival of Abraham, which were witnesses of the 
miracles of Moses, and were there when the water 
in the land was turned into blood, when the ‘ thick 
darkness covered all the land of Egypt three days,' 
and when the most dreadful of all the twelve 
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plagues, that of the death of the first-born, ‘from 
the first-born of Pharaoh that sat on the throne, 
down even unto the first-born of the maid-servant 
that was behind the mill,’ visited that king and his 
people. 

How many are the important events which the 
view from the citadel recalls to the mind! It is, in 
fact, a chart of sacred and profane history spread 
out before one — when looking down on this curious 
and extensive landscape (for I cannot call it beau- 
tiful, though here and there, there are some beauti- 
ful objects) all the various actors on the striking 
scene were present to the memory. The interesting 
history of Joseph was brought vividly before one, 
and the arrival of his family, and residence in 
Goshen, which is generally believed to have been 
in the district around Heliopolis. 

Beyond the Nile is the site of Memphis. And as 
we gaze, the invasions of Nebuchadnezzar, and of 
Cambyses, of Alexander the Great, the acts of 
Antony and Cleopatra, and of Caesar Augustus rush 
into the recollection; next follows the history of 
Egypt as a Roman province, its seizure by Amer in 
the reign of Caliph Omar, in 622, 1 and its conquest 
by the Turks in 1517 — while a glance in the direc- 

1 According to Sir Gardner Wilkinson. 
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tion of the residence (in the frank quarter) occupied 
by Napoleon Bonaparte brings us down to the inva- 
sion of the French, and the battle of the Pyramids. 

A Copt family having invited a small party of 
English (amongst whom I was fortunately included) 
to dinner, we went early in the afternoon to the 
house of our entertainer, the invitation having been 
given in the name of the master of the family. He 
was wealthy, and belonged to the middle class of 
citizens at Cairo. Ascending a very dark staircase 
we reached a landing, near which was the kitchen. 
It was full of women evidently busy preparing for 
the approaching feast. We then entered a sitting- 
room in that part of the house called the Hareem. 
This room was very ‘ Europeanized.’ There was 
the divan always found in Egyptam houses, but all 
else was un-eastern, and among other things was a 
modern French gilt clock, which somehow did not 
look in character with the Copt’s apartment. 

The seat of honor in Egypt is at the angle of the 
divan, and there the ‘ hurrah bibbee ’ was led by the 
host; she climbed somewhat ungracefully thereon, for 
the divans are usually rather high from the ground. 

After we were all seated, and the host had placed 
himself opposite us on a chair, the conversation 
became very animated between him and one of our 
party, who spoke Arabic very well. In a few 
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minutes the lady of the house came in, salutations 
passed, and having received permission from her 
husband, she sat down on a chair by his side. 
She had on a winter dress. The full trowers 
were of fine grey cloth, as was also the long vest- 
ment, called ‘ yelek,’ which fits tight to the body, 
and is of such a length as to completely cover the 
feet. A small shawl was twisted round the waist. 
Over the yelek was the long open robe called 1 gib- 
beh,’ of purple cloth, richly embroidered in gold ; 
this dress was even longer than the yelek; a veil of 
black net hung down from behind her red cap, as 
also the ‘safa’ — the Egyptian head dress made of 
black silk cords covered with small gold coins — it is 
the same head-dress that is always seen on the 
statues of Isis. The lady’s hair in front was cut 
short round her forehead, but fell in plaits and 
tresses down her shoulders ; and a bandeau of in- 
ferior diamonds ornamented the cap, or taboosh. 
While we were talking, pipes and coffee were 
brought in ; the mother, wife, and daughter of the 
host walked in and out of the room from time 
to time; this, however, they did not do nimbly, as the 
long ‘ gibbeh,’ covering their feet, prevented rapid 
movement, and their dresses were heavy from the 
gold embroidery with which they were adorned. 
The daughter was very young, and rather pretty. 
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After some time, dinner was announced. The gen- 
tleman said he had prepared the repast as well as 
he could according to European custom, adding, 
that his country’s customs were so barbarous. 

We, however, prefered a dinner a l’Egyptienne, 
but kept our napkins, which was lucky, as I had 
previously had but a faint idea of the proceedings at 
a dinner completely eastern in all its forms and ways. 

The ladies of the house did not sit at table with 
the host and his guests, but continued walking to 
and from the kitchen with the black woman slaves 
who brought in the numerous dishes ; these were 
placed on the table by the old mother of the host. 
The wife walked about in a stately manner. 

When the attack on the viands began, how glad 
I was the napkins had been retained ! There were 
altogether, during the dinner, about fifty dishes. 
The first thing that appeared was a large tureen 
of vermicelli soup, into which we all plunged our 
spoons. After this we helped ourselves, with our 
fingers, to whatever pleased our fancy; and the 
gentleman occasionally, offered with his fingers, 
dainty bits from his own plate to his guests, with 
which they all were obliged to appear perfectly 
delighted. Dish after dish was put on, and then 
removed from the table. At last, the good mother 
appeared, holding a plate, on which was a large 
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joint of lamb. She put it on the table, bent o ver 
it, and tore it open with her two hands !• — die* 
playing, with some pride, the interior, which con* 
sisted of raisins, rice, chestnuts, and other fruits. 
She then presented each person with a large piece 
of meat, her hands being thrust into the dish and 
withdrawn laden with all kinds of savoury condi- 
ments, which she heaped up on our plates. The 
lady of highest rank, I remarked, had Benjamin’s 
portion. Then the kind old dame trotted off, her 
hands shining with grease, to bring other dishes — 
never reflecting what an advantage it would be if 
she washed her fingers in the interim ; but she 
probably thought this would be a useless operation, 
as it would have to be so often repeated. Our 
bread was a large, flat, round cake, about the size 
of a plate ; and each person had a tumbler of the 
red wine of the country, very sour, and much like 
that drank by the peasants in the south of France. 
During dinner, the servants not employed, were 
outside the house, welcoming us with a singular 
cry. It was one of joy, and is called the ‘ Zekka- 
rite.’ This is a custom when people entertain 
their friends. 

As soon as the meat courses had disappeared, a 
great variety of sweetmeats were offered to us ; one 
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dainty after another being pressed on us ; and 
when we had left the table, the ladies of the house 
pursued me with bits of oranges and bananas till I 
at last escaped to the black slaves, who were wait- 
ing with water and soap for our hands, over which 
the water from the ewer was poured by one of the 
attendants, and it may be well imagined these ablu- 
tions were not only pleasant but necessary. 

I wish I could have procured a bill of fare, but 
I remember several dishes. There were stewed 
pigeons, chickens, and a pillau of lamb, minced meat 
and tomatas, cauliflower dressed with vinegar, balls 
of fried meat, rice in gravy and in milk, syrup of 
pears and bananas in large glass bowls, biscuits and 
cakes of flour and butter, sugared over. 

We returned to the sitting-room, where pipes and 
coffee awaited us. In the meantime, the ladies of 
the family and their friends had fallen on the 
mangled remains of the feast, and their loud talk- 
ing and merry voices proclaimed them very 
happy. 

The gentleman called to them very often, but 
they all turned a deaf ear, thinking no doubt it 
was their turn to be joyous, so he went himself, and 
the sherbet was brought, which we conceived must 
be the end of the festivities, and rose to go, after 
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all kinds of compliments and pretty speeches to 
our host. 

As we passed the banqueting-room, we stopped 
to say farewell to the ladies, and To thank them, 
through our interpreter, for their hospitality ; but 
had I understood their language, I should not have 
known what they replied, for they all ran, with 
many of their friends (women, of course), to the 
door, and all spoke at the same time and with their 
months full. 

The bazaars at Cairo are, indeed, a scene of ani- 
mation and bustle ; one meets crowds of people. 
On each side of the narrow street, barely wide 
enough in some instances to admit a single carriage, 
are small shops, the retail merchants sitting in a 
recess, and on a raised platform about three feet 
higher than the street. This recess is so small, that 
scarcely more than two persons at a time can enter 
to make purchases, so that customers generally 
stand outside the small shops, which are quite open, 
and converse with the seller, who sits on his raised 
seat, usually smoking a pipe, and appearing to care 
very little whether people buy or not. The crowd 
is often very dense, and if you stop as you pass to 
look at the number of shops, you are quite bewil- 
dered. There are muslin kerchiefs, and slippers, and 
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bags embroidered in gold ; silk, lace, and tabooshes, 
rich silks, and shawls, ostrich feathers from Abys- 
sinia, woollen cloths from Europe, pipes and slippers 
from Constantinople, embroidered silks from Da- 
mascus, prayer-carpets, bornooses ; besides firearms, 
tobacco, coffee, and spices of all sorts. The shops 
where sweetmeats are sold are exceedingly nume- 
rous. Among the ‘ bon-bons,’ — if I may so call 
them — I remarked ships, birds, and figures of men, 
all of sugar, and of a rose-colour. 

We stopped sometimes at a jeweller’s, and ad- 
mired a pretty coffee-service of silver or gold fila- 
gree work, or sundry female ornaments ; some of 
which are of beautiful forms. 

Then we passed on to other shops ; and what a 
variety of persons did we meet ! First, perhaps, a 
reputed saint, dressed in a coat of patches of dif- 
ferent colours, asking for alms. Then several young 
cadets, just arrived at Cairo on their way to India, 
full of life and spirits, with young and fresh minds, 
enjoying the curious scene : some of them, alas ! may 
never come back, or if they do return after many long 
years, may do so with bodily and mental vigour alike 
impaired by a long sojourn undera tropical sun ; a sad 
reflection to intrude itself amidst the lively doings 
around us in the bazaars ; but such gloomy thoughts 
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are dissipated by the somewhat too close vicinity of a 
Bedouin Arab mounted on a camel, who seems to 
think all should make way for him, as in reality all 
do, to avoid the certainty of being knocked down or 
crushed. European ladies in flounced muslins, with 
very unveiled faces, and wearing the little bonnet 
which just covers the back of the head, then ride 
by, mingled with Turkish matrons, the persons of 
the latter being nearly concealed by their black 
cloaks ; Copts, known by their dark turbans ; sellers 
of vegetables, fruit, and sweatmeats, water carriers, 
men selling sherbet in tin jugs, carriages, and horse- 
men, press on the numerous crowd on foot, and it 
seems marvellous that the latter are not trodden 
underfoot by the camels, or by the horses, crushed 
among the carriages, or pushed down by the 
donkeys. 

It is impossible to note all one sees in the streets 
and bazaars of this city, or to become acquainted 
with all the scenes of every-day life, during a short 
stay in the country, so one leaves it after all with 
a very imperfect idea of the manners and customs 
of the inhabitants. On one occasion, on our return 
from the bazaars, we met a funeral procession ; the 
bier was carried by men, preceded by others 
chanting in a very slow melancholy tone. Female 
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mourners followed, and I remarked blue strips of 
linen tied round their heads, the ends hanging 
down. These were the relations and domestic 
servants of the deceased. Lane mentions, that in 
the funeral scenes represented on the walls of ancient 
Egyptian tombs, we often see females with a 
similar bandage round their heads. The women 
were wailing and crying, and nearly overpowered 
the voices of the men who were chanting. In a 
crowded street I could observe but little of this 
funeral procession, but the burial rites are fully 
described by Lane, who enters into all the curious 
particulars attending them. 

The mosques are very numerous at Cairo. We 
went to see the new one, which is not yet finished, 
began by Mahomet AH. At first it was difficult to 
gain admittance, as I had no slippers; but the 
heart of one of the prophet’s followers, who stood 
at the entrance of the mosque, was softened towards 
me, and he said he would send for two handker- 
chiefs to wrap round my feet ; which, being pro- 
cured, I was allowed to go into the mosque, the 
large court of which is very handsome, as is also 
the fountain for ablution. The pillars in the mosque 
are of marble, and in the dome there are stained 
windows ; the wood of the pulpit, and of the stair- 
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case leading to it, is painted green, and gilt, the 
effect of which is very tawdry, and unsatifactory. It 
is almost always the case with handsome buildings 
in the east, and I found it so here, that nothing is 
in harmony ; near the fine marble pillars were sus- 
pended lanterns of the commonest kind ; but it is 
altogether a beautiful mosque. It is as well, how- 
ever, to see this mosque before the others in Cairo, 
for they and their minarets, although in a ruinous 
state, must delight every admirer of architecture. 
I visited many ; but those known as the Tayloon, 
the Kalaoon, the Hassanin, El Hakem, El Ghoree, 
and Hassan, pleased me the most. All the orna- 
ments in these buildings deserve a minute inspec- 
tion ; but there is scarcely time or opportunity for 
this, as the crowds of curious persons, both inside 
and outside the mosques, press on strangers, and it 
is impossible to inspect the buildings with any 
comfort ; still, I had time to admire many a window 
adorned with graceful tracery, grand porches orna- 
mented with beautilul cornices, lofty columns, and 
elegant minarets. 

We did not fail to visit the well, known 
as Joseph’s Well, called so from the Caliph 
Yoosef, though it is generally believed to have been 
hewn in the rock by the ancient Egyptians. A 
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lady who visited this well, remarked she supposed 
it must be the pit into which Joseph was cast by 
his brethren ! 

Our janissary, Abousaid, pointing out to us the 
residences of the members of Abbas Pacha’s 
family, remarked, that “many wives here not 
good. English custom to have one wife very good 
—very good,” he kept saying, as he rode on before 
us, whirling his silver stick in the air. It seemed 
to me the poor janissary might be unfortunate in 
his domestic arrangements, and that he had found 
some trouble and inconvenience in having more 
than one wife. 

Among the various objects to be visited in the 
neighbourhood of Cairo, is Shoobra, a residence of 
one of the princes of the pacha’s family. As we 
left the town to go there, we crossed the railroad, 
which is to unite Alexandria and Cairo. The road 
to Shoobra is shaded on both sides by acacias and 
large sycafaore-trees, and runs frequently close to 
the Nile, across which the three pyramids of 
Geezeh are distinctly visible. We did not enter 
the palace, some , of the ladies of the family of the 
prince being there. The gardens are large, and 
prettily laid out; European, as well as tropical 
flowers being cultivated there. The English stock 
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in these gardens was very fragrant, and it grew 
beside the lovely Bengal gold-mohr, which, how- 
ever, has nothing to boast of but its brilliant 
beauty. 

There is a fantastic summer-house, or kiosk, in 
the gardens, the windows of which are prettily 
painted, and a handsome metal chandelier is sus- 
pended from the ceiling. There is, also, a very 
large building, with spacious corridors, surround- 
ing an extensive marble bath. Heathen deities are 
painted (by Italian artists) on the ceilings of these 
corridors : there is, also, a portrait of Mahomet 
Ali, and on each side of him pictures of the Virgin, 
with drapery round her head, a wreath of flowers 
in one hand, and a staff in the other. 

An Egyptian, showing these pictures to a lady, 
said — “ That is Joseph’s wife, whom you Christians 
worship.” 

At the four corners of the corridors are small 
but handsome chambers, which contain many 
pretty things ; large silver palm-trees, about five 
feet high, standing on handsome tables ; beautiful 
cabinets ; curious chandeliers, with drops of dif- 
ferent-coloured glass, looking like emeralds, sap- 
phires, amethysts, &c. 

Before we left this place, we went to see a lion 
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—a live one, not worth seeing — and a fine grand 
St. Bernard dog, who was well worthy of a visit. 

Among the many tombs most worthy of notice 
in the vicinity of Cairo, are those usually called 
the i tombs of the Caliphs,’ by Europeans. They 
are outside the town, aud stand in the arid, dusty 
desert. Mosques are attached to the principal 
ones, and it is sad to see these beautiful buildings 
falling rapidly to decay. Many poor families live in 
them, and children run out, asking strangers who 
visit them for ‘ backshish,' but are soon put to 
flight by the janissary with one twirl of his stick. 

We were much struck by the beauty and ele- 
gance of the architecture of these mosques, more 
especially of that of El Ashraf Aboo-1 Nusr 
Kaedbai e’Zaheree, who died in 1496 a.i>. 

An Armenian lady whom I had visited, came to 
return the compliment a few days afterwards. 
Although a Christian, she retained, even when in 
private, some part of the costume of the country, 
and when she went out, dressed completely like an 
Egyptian. 

On arriving at my hotel, she even wore the face 
veil, as also that very ungraceful covering, called 
“ Habarah.” As soon as she enterecLjne room, 
however, she began to “ un-peel ,” andfhis process 
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ended, appeared in a half-European, half-Egypt- 
ian dress. The conversation was confined to 
the state of her health and mine, and to the 
weather. 

I told her that in England we had usually fine 
weather in the summer, and that the winters were 
severe ; that in Egypt we found the winters beau- 
tiful, but had heard that the summers were very 
trying from the excessive heat, and clouds of dust, 
upon which she remarked, “ Thus God alternately 
dispenses His blessings to all.'’ 

After rather a lengthened visit, she rose 
to go, and enveloped herself in garment after 
garment, till she became utterly shapeless, her 
eyes peering over the long * burko ’ which des- 
cends to the feet. I watched her from the 
balcony, and the last glimpse I had of my friend 
was when she was mounting her donkey, which 
was caparisoned as it would be for a man. 

One day we went to see the petrified forest. It 
is about six miles from the town. We drove some 
way over the sandy plain, passing many tombs, 
mosques, great mounds of earth, and limestone 
rocks, which, in the glare of a brilliant sunshiny 
day, was very distressing to the eyes. We went 
as far as the road would admit in a carriage, then 
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rode on donkeys to what is called the petrified 
forest. It was a long ride, and the sand very deep. 
I thought we should never arrive ; the sand became 
deeper and deeper, and the poor donkey’s legs quite 
sunk into it. 

“ How far? ” I asked the donkey boy. 

“Two minute.” 

On we went, the ‘ two minute/ and some more 
gone by, I asked again, “ How far to the trees ? ” 

“ Two minute,” was the reply. 

At last we reached what is called the petrified 
forest, which does not deserve the name, though 
there were many petrified trunks and boughs of 
trees of all sizes strewn about on the sand. Get- 
ting off our donkeys we sat some time on the 
ground gazing on the singular and desolate scene 
around. 

A very high hill behind the citadel shut out 
all view to the left ; and around was sandy desert, 
not a tree visible. Far away, the tops of two or 
three minarets rose over a sandy mound ; and dotted 
about the desert, were camels plodding along under 
their Arab riders. 

As we returned to the town, we rode to a ravine, 
Into which a spring of water flows from the hills, 
it is called ‘ Moses’ Well.’ In the rocky fissures 
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of this ravine, grew a hanging shrub, the only 
fresh or green thing we had seen during our 
excursion, except the small flowering weeds <that 
occasionally peeped out among the stones and sand. 
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CHAPTER, V. 

CAIRO ENGLISH CEMETERY — OLD CAIRO VISIT TO A PER- 
SIAN LADY ISLE OP RODA — NILOMETER — GIRLS* 

SCHOOL — THE DERVISHES — VISIT TO A TURKISH LADY 

“YOUNG EGYPT ’’—PYRAMIDS OF GEEZAH — THE SPHINX 
— MEMPHIS EXCAVATIONS AT SAXKARAH. 

One day we went to the English cemetery, on the 
way to Old Cairo. The wind was high and cold, 
the sun scorching : it was almost the sun of the 
tropics, with the searching east wind of England ; 
and to complete the ‘ agremens ’ of the ride, the 
dust rose up in clouds, nearly blinding and choking 
us ; but, as our time in Egypt was limited, we did 
not mind the wind and weather, but persevered in 
our excursion. 

The cemetery is surrounded by walls, and is 
laid out in walks, and trees and flowers have 
been planted in vain to make this melancholy 
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place look less dismal, bn one side of the garden 
are buried those who had arrived ill from India, 
having remained, as is often the case, alas ! too 
long in that country. 

We sauntered round the inclosure, then mounted 
our donkeys and proceeded to Old Cairo (origi- 
nally named Forstat, which signifies leather- 
tent, as Amer, who conquered Egypt in the 
Caliphate of Omar, a.d. 622 , is said to have 
pitched his tent here when he besieged the Romans 
in their fortress). There are vast mounds of earth, 
showing the city to have been at one time consider- 
able in extent. The old Roman fortress contains a 
singular medley of buildings — Coptic and Greek 
churches; convents occupied by Armenians, Syrians, 
and Copts ; the ruins of a temple dedicated to 
Diana ; a synagogue ; and a village of Christians — 
all closely crowded together in a confused mass, 
with narrow paths and lanes leading from one part 
to another. The wretchedness of the habitations 
of the inmates of what was once the Roman camp 
is lamentable. Here is to be found true Egyptian 
dirt ; but there is so much to see, I very soon for- 
got it, climbing staircase after staircase most per- 
severingly, to visit the various objects ; among them 
the Coptic churches, which, though dirty and much 
decayed, interested me deeply. The ceiling of one 
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was of gopher wood ; and the church was divided 
into five compartments, separated by carved screens. 
On entering the church, we saw two baths for bap- 
tism — one for children, the other for adults. To 
the right was a part screened off, where the women 
remain during the service. A wooden screen always 
separates the * heykel,’ or chancel, from the rest of 
the church ; before the entrance to the ‘ heykel ’ 
hangs a curtain. The panels of the screen were 
quaintly carved with scriptural subjects and crosses 
inlaid with mother-of-pearl. On the walls, near the 
chancel, were hung very ancient pictures of our 
Saviour, the Virgin Mary, and of various saints. 

In one church, I saw the remains of several 
stone Corinthian pillars, which supported some part 
of the building, their capitals stuck in the ground ! 

There are no seats, the men rest themselves on 
crutches, for the services are long. 

Under one church is the cave, or dungeon, where 
it is said the Holy Family took refuge when they 
reached Egypt. With lights, and preceded by a 
Copt priest, we descended a flight of steps, to what 
is now a little Coptic chapel. One can scarcely 
think our Lord’ would have been carried into a 
Roman fortress, when we know the family fled from 
the persecution of a Roman government ; but it is 
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a pity to disturb this old story, so we will let it 
pass. 

The cave has, at all events, been regarded by 
Christians of all denominations for ages as a very 
sacred spot ; and here those who are considered by 
the enlightened world as superstitious, fanatics, 
or bigots, come every year to peform their devo- 
tions. This little chapel is dark, and our tapers 
barely rendered it visible, while the Copt priest, all 
in black, held up his candle to shew us the corners, 
ceilings, and altar, which is of stone ; behind it is 
a recess in the wall, where tradition says the 
Saviour and His mother were concealed. In this 
recess, is a Greek cross, deeply engraven ; and on 
the wall I observed a very old painting, nearly ob- 
literated, but I could trace the form of a pyramid. 
There is a font and a place for making the bread 
for the holy Communion, which I also remarked in 
the other churches here. 

I had time to make a sketch of this interesting 
little place, while the patient, good-natured priest, 
stood near the altar throwing all the light upon it, 
he himself being in the deepest possible shadow. 

We were obliged to hurry on to the Coptic con- 
vent — a wretched place. One sister only appeared. 
She rose up, coming out of a kind of den— not cell 
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—covered from head to foot with a large black 
cloak. She showed us a chapel ; ancient, but in a 
ruinous state. She knew there was nothing more 
to see, so she crawled back into a dark place from 
whence she had emerged — (I think, much against her 
will) — and she no doubt wondered what could have 
brought us thither ! 

Time was passing quickly, so we hurried on to 
the temple of Diana, a few pillars of which only 
remain ; and thence to the Greek church. What a 
contrast was here ! We had come from dilapidated 
churches, from dirty streets had ascended stair- 
case after staircase of broken steps ; but now we 
found ourselves in a church kept in the most 
■perfect order, and the delicious odour of incense 
pervading the holy place. 

It was, like all Greek churches, adorned with 
endless paintings of St. George, many of our 
Saviour, and the Virgin ; some with silver plates 
nailed round their heads, meant to represent 
glories. In a vestibule outside the church, there 
was a truly melancholy sight. A harmless maniac 
had been brought there, and was desired to look 
on the picture of a certain saint suspended against 
the wall, in hopes that his reason would return. 
He was well dressed, very calm, but seemed to fix 
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his eyes on the ground, not on the picture; though 
he occasionally turned them towards us with a 
dull, despairing look, as if he thought his coming 
there would not be of that service to him which 
his friends deemed it might. 

The last place we visited at Old Cairo was a 
chamber over an old gateway, where we saw a 
very ancient Christian record of the time of 
Diocletian. It is sculptured on wood. Among 
the figures represented, are those of the twelve 
apostles, who are marching in procession, and the 
Deity sitting on a globe, on each side of Him two 
winged angels, recalling to one the winged globe 
of the Egyptians. There is also an inscription in 
Greek. 

The mosque of Amer at Old Cairo is in a ruinous 
state. There is a belief current among the Mos- 
lems in Egypt that, should this particular mosque 
fall into complete ruin, the Mahomedan power in 
the country would cease ; therefore, every year, 
trifling repairs take place — but so trifling, that, to 
all appearance, no real good is done. There are 
two pillars near the door of the mosque to the 
south, about ten inches apart ; between which 
pillars, it is asserted, none but those who believe 
in the prophet can succeed in passing. 
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The Copts, of whom I had seen and heard much 
since my stay in Egypt, interested me exceedingly. 
They certainly do not bear a high character ; but 
may not their faults arise from the system of per- 
secution under which they have suffered, more or 
less, from the time that Egypt was conquered by 
the Arabs to the present time ? for they are still a 
marked people, being obliged to wear either a 
black or dark-blue turban. They are the undoubted 
descendants of the ancient Egyptians, deriving 
their name from Coptos, formerly a large city in 
Upper Egypt, now called Guft. The Coptic lan- 
guage, though not entirely lost, is almost a dead 
language. It is merely used in their liturgy, and 
other religious books. 

The tyranny to which these poor people have 
been subjected by strangers, reminds one of the 
similar fate of the Jews — the prophecies regarding 
them being nearly as forcible as those relating to 
the latter people. “ And the Egyptians will I give 
over into the hand of a cruel Lord ; and a fierce 
king shall rule over them, saith the Lord, the Lord 
of Hosts.” — Isaiah xix. 4. 

I was obliged to leave this most attractive place, 
“ Old Musr,” as it is sometimes called, and to 
return to keep an engagement at Cairo, having 
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promised to visit a Persian lady, who had lately ar- 
rived. She had travelled from Persia with her 
attendants, under the protection of a Sheikh, who 
remained still in her house at Cairo . 1 An 
Armenian gentleman accompanied me, having very 
kindly offered himself as my interpreter. 

We rode off on our donkeys at a lively pace to 
the Turkish quarter. In passing through the streets 
I heard some people at the door of a house half- 
singing, half-talking, while occasionally they struck 
bits of brass together ; on inquiry, I heard they 
were reciting stories out of the Old Testament. 
How this reminded me of the kutha I used to hear 
at Poona, when the people related the deeds of 
their gods, occasionally beating metal instruments, 
which sounded like bells. 

The palace in which the lady I was about to 
visit lived, had belonged to Ibrahim Pacha. It is 
a handsome one, 1 triste,’ however ; but far prefer- 
able, even in its unfurnished, sombre state, to the 
glaring, showy modern palaces of the present 
princes of Egypt. 

We entered the court-yard ; projecting latticed 
windows of the second story overlooked the court ; 

1 The lady was connected with the royal family of Persia, 
and had come to Cairo on ‘ urgent private affairs.’ 
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and there were one or two rooms on the ground 
floor, paved with white and black marble, arranged 
in pretty patterns ; the ceilings painted red and 
green, and slightly gilt. 

The first individual I saw was a black slave, 
with the features of a Nubian, who I found was 
the page, or 1 groom of the chambers,’ of the lady. 
Bound his head was a dirty handkerchief, the ends 
hanging down behind : this was kept on by one 
still more dirty, that, after passing under his chin, 
was tied in a bow on the top of his head. On his 
tall, thin body, he wore a long Damascus silk robe, 
the colours of which were nearly extinct ; and his 
emaciated legs were covered with stockings, which, 
perhaps once white, were now iron-grey. He led 
us up a narrow stone staircase, the ceiling of which 
was adorned with carvings of white marble. At 
last, after mounting a still narrower staircase, we 
came to a vestibule. 

The Bedouin sheikh, who had protected the lady 
in her journey from Persia, met us with a rosary 
in his hand. He was dressed in the usual Bedouin 
dress — the long brown robe, red-and-yellow hand- 
kerchief on his head, round which were twisted 
cords made of camels’ hair. He was a tall, fine- 
looking man, very grave, and rather pompous. 
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Following this evidently important personage, 
we entered a very large, unfurnished room, and 
found the lady standing on a raised platform, about 
two to three feet above the floor, and close to a 
large latticed window. There she stood, motion- 
less, covered from head to foot with drapery, like 
the Hindoo saree. After mutual salutations, she 
begged me to sit down. Two small carpets and 
pillows were the only furniture of this elevated 
place, on which the lady and I were seated. Mean- 
while, the Armenian gentleman and the sheikh had 
sat down on the ground a little behind the lady, as 
Persian ladies do not show their faces to strange 
men. 

As soon as she was assured that I alone could 
see her, she opened by degrees the veil which con- 
cealed her features. First one eye peeped out, 
then the other, then the nose, till at last her whole 
figure and dress were completely visible. A lively 
dialogue then commenced between us, the interpre- 
ter sitting a little behind the lady, and with his face 
turned from her. She was not young, but had 
still ‘ des pretensions She had once been very 
pretty, and her expression was pleasing, with an 
arch, ‘ espikgle' look, and her countenance lighted 
up most agreeably when she entered into conversa* 
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tion. She was very anxious to know who and 
what I was, where I came from, and where I could 
be going to ; expressed surprise I did not go home 
to England, and asked why I travelled ? To my 
answer, that I wished to see other countries and 
people, she said, it was strange if I could stay at 
home that I did not do so. 

While we were talking and wondering at each 
other, she no doubt pitying my wandering unquiet 
spirit, and I her truly Eastern apathy and love of 
repose, I examined (woman-like) he? dress, which 
was becoming as well as pretty. The vest was of 
cashmere — the sleeves were of different patterns, 
which had a curious effect ; at the wrists were 
snow-white frilled cuffs, and gold buttons attached 
to the sleeves of the vest. The petticoat was of 
lilac silk. Over the head was a white linen veil 
which hung down on each side, nearly conceal- 
ing her hair, which was jet black and glossy. 
I regret, however, to finish the account with 
adding, that she had a pair of large, bony, ill- 
shapen hands. Of course pipes were introduced, 
but I was not such an adept as my hostess in this 
accomplishment, and did little else but admire the 
ornamental part of the pipe, which was beautifully 
enamelled. Then appeared again that wretched 
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black slave, with a small tray and coffee, and I 
thought it time to take leave. I therefore hinted to 
the Armenian gentleman my wish to go away, but he 
merely said, “ Are you in a great hurry ? Visits 
like these last till sunset!*' and as he quietly 
resumed his pipe and entered again into conversa- 
tion in a low voice with the Bedouin, I thought the 
only thing I had to do was to resign myself to my 
fate. In a few minutes sherbet was handed to us. 
Then more talk followed, and my new acquaintance 
regretted muclf I was about to leave Cairo, as I 
should no doubt have passed a day with her, and 
she one with me. She stretched her hospitality so 
far as to beg me to remain at her house that night ! 
Presently, to my astonishment, in walked the black 
slave again, carrying an entire tea equipage, which 
he placed on the ground at the feet of the Bedouin 
and the Armenian. The former while holding fast 
his beads in one hand poured out the tea with the 
other. It was now becoming late — I had been 
there an hour ; so I rose to -*»y farewell to the lady, 
and, after many compliments, we parted. It was a 
far more amusing visit than most of those one pays 
in London, where, in nine cases out of ten, it is im- 
possible to say who is most bored, the visitor or the 
visited. 
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I went through several rooms in this old palace ; 
that in which the lady received me was very hand- 
some and lofty, the ceilings richly carved and gilt, 
and round the cornices were Cufic inscriptions. 
The other rooms were similarly ornamented. 

Our stay in Cairo was drawing to a close, yet 
there remained much that I was told I ought to 
see. We constantly heard — “ Oh, you must not 
think of leaving Cairo without seeing this or that,” 
and how often after leaving a place have I been 
asked if I had seen such and such 5n object ? and 
on my perhaps answering that I had not, have I 
been informed I had seen nothing ! 

The isle of Roda is very pretty, and the shade 
afforded by the numerous large trees there ex- 
tremely pleasant on a hot day. These trees, how- 
ever, like everything else in Egypt, are covered with 
dust, which penetrates into every corner of the 
dwelling-houses. There it can be in some measure 
remedied — not so in the mosques or streets, or on 
the trees, all of which are powdered over with sand, 
and everything looks dry, unrefreshed, and dirty. 

It is in this island that tradition has placed the 
finding of Moses by Pharoah’s daughter. 

We did not fail to visit the Nilometer. Every 
morning during the inundation the daily rise of 
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the Nile is announced in the streets of Cairo. The 
first Nilometer at Roda was built by Soolayman, 
who began his reign in A. D. 714. 

There is also a modern palace in the island 
belonging to one of the many Egyptian pachas. 
We did not go in — for well I knew its contents : 
suites of large apartments, furnished in the worst 
possible modern French taste, with colours to set 
one's teeth on edge. So we preferred a walk in 
what remains of the pretty garden of Ibrahim Pacha. 

There is, at Cairo, a girls’-school, in which Mrs. L., 
a lady long resident here, takes a very great in- 
terest. When we went there, we found many nice 
and good-looking little girls, seated on benches ; 
among them Copts, Arabs, Syrians, Jewesses, 
Greeks, and Armenians. The teachers were Copt 
women. What a contrast in, appearance were these 
children to those at the native school at Poona, I 
saw last year, with their short jackets, untidy hair, 
mouths and teeth stained red from chewing betle- 
nut and lime ! These, on the contrary, had grace- 
ful and tidy dresses, long white veils, pearly teeth, 
and plaited tresses. One little Copt had on the 
‘ safa.’ It was composed of cords or strings of black 
silk, to which were attached small gold coins ; and 
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at the end of this ‘ safa ’ hung large pieces of 
money. 

The Dervishes must not he forgotten. There 
is a college at Old Cairo, and a large convent at 
Grand Cairo for this class of devotees ; neither of 
these did I visit, hut we "went on a Friday to a 
mosque at Old Cairo, to see the extraordinary 
manner in which these people perform their de- 
votions. We were obliged to put on slippers, such 
being the rule whenever Franks go into any mosque 
here. 

We found about forty men seated on furs in a 
circle. They were nearly all clad in dirty old gar- 
ments, and some had on the dervish’s high cap, 
much like a flower-pot reversed ; others, the com- 
mon turban worn here — a tarboosh surrounded by 
folds of cotton wound round it. The leader of the 
ceremonies, called the ‘ Sheikh,’ stood in the mid- 
dle of the circle. When we arrived, these poor 
fanatics were making the most extraordinary 
noises — all at the same moment sending forth 
a kind of low-toned, grumbling, groaning moan, 
as if they were in great bodily pain; but 
as they all altered this piteous cry at the same 
moment, it sounded like one monster growl. 
All the time they sat on the ground, they kept 
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swinging their bodies backwards and forwards. 
This lasted about five minutes; then they rose, 
and some took off their upper robes. Then the 
sheikh begun, in a more animated manner, to swing 
his body, bowing his head lower and lower. The 
others imitated his movements, still continuing 
the same moan, which, by this time, I had dis- 
covered was ‘Allah .’ 1 Presently the sheikh’s actions 
became more violent ; then a man begun to play 
on a reed, or pipe ; and the dervishes’ bodies, like 
that of their leader, bent quicker and quicker. 
Then two men stepped out of the circle, and twirled 
round like tops spinning, with their arms held 
horizontally, with the palm of one hand down, and 
the other up. Suddenly three strokes on a drum 
were heard — born, bom, bom ; then a pause, then 
three more strokes : the sheikh became excited, 
and as the man piped on, and the drummer drum- 
med on, the devotees looked wilder and wilder ; 
they threw their bodies and heads backwards and 

forwards, nearly touching the ground with their 
1 This recalls to my mind what happened once when I 
was in a boat on the canal between Cairo and Alexandria. 
The boatmen, while rowing, are in the habit of singing in a 
very low, mellow tone, ‘ Allah, Allah.’ It is, though mono- 
tonous, soft, pleasing, musical, and soothing. A person said 
to me — “ Dear me ! how like it is to ‘ Cherry Ripe ’ ! ” 
(a popular song thirty years ago.) 
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foreheads one moment, and with the back of their 
heads the next ; their long, dishevelled hair tossed 
to and fro, falling now over their faces, now down 
their backs — they all looked dike maniacs. The 
groans became -quicker and deeper, the drums 
louder, and the pipes shriller ; and we were won- 
dering what would come next, when one individual 
fell back exhausted ; the sheikh rushed forward, 
and supported the fallen man’s head, while the pro- 
ceedings went on with, if possible, increased 
vigour: when all was at the climax, in ran 
our donkey-boys, joined the circle, and begun 
moaning, and bowing, and bending ; but they were 
very awkward performers amongst these artistes, 
whose bodies, from constant practice, have an elas- 
ticity and suppleness perfectly astonishing. As 
these strange acts of devotion would have con- 
tinued some time, and we knew there would be no 
variety in them, we left, after being half an hour 
in the mosque. 

I was extremely amused ; not so one of my com- 
panions, who wished to have left soon after the 
proceedings began; but as I knew I should pro- 
bably never return to Cairo, I thought it would be 
a pity to lose the opportunity of seeing one of the 
most curious sights of the place. 
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Before I left Cairo, I was fortunate enough to 
visit a Turkish lady, wife of a gentleman at that 
time high in favour with Abbas Pacha. 

The house was large, and, as usual, built round a 
court-yard, in which two ostriches stalked about 
with a grave and measured tread, holding their heads 
high, and eyeing me in rather a suspicious manner; 
so that I was glad when a black male slave met 
me, and shewed the way through a very large hall 
to a broad staircase, which branched off at each 
side, leading up to a vestibule. Here, a frightful 
black woman came forward and conducted me into 
a drawing-room, which, but for its divans, I might 
have thought was in "Europe, for there were chairs, 
a round table, a book-case full of French works, 
and the walls covered with indifferent French 
prints — such as shepherdesses with big blue eyes, 
rosy lips and large hats. I was in despair, and 
thought to myself, where are Lane's ‘ leewans ’ 
(raised place to sit on), and the inlaid ‘ durkaah,’ 
and the 1 suffeh,’ or shelf for the water-bottles? In 
this anything but Egyptian room I remained a few 
minutes, when the same ugly old black woman 
made me a sign to follow her. I did so, and it 
seemed as if I had been suddenly transported from 
a modern French inn to the abode of an Eastern lady. 
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The apartment was indeed an admirable specimen 
of an Egyptian dwelling, which had formerly be- 
longed to one of the Memlook beys. 

The lady of the house not being in the room, I 
had time to observe the decorations and style of 
furniture. The room itself was large, very lofty 
and well-proportioned. The ceiling of gopher- 
wood, elaborately carved, and much gilt. Some of 
the colours on the ceiling had faded from age, but 
the beautiful blue was still fresh. Sentences from 
the Koran, in Cufic characters carved and gilt, were 
all round the cornices. To about four feet from 
the ground, the walls were of coloured marble in 
arabesque patterns. Above, there were coloured 
tiles, but these did not extend to any height. 
Near the entrance was a shelf of marble about four 
or five feet high, supported on hrches ; this is called 
the ‘ suffeh.' On it were some water-bottles. Op- 
posite the door was a very large latticed window 
filling up one side of the room, and close under it 
the raised place to sit on, called ‘leewan,’ on it 
the divan. The part of the floor below the leewan 
was paved with coloured marbles, and also fur- 
nished with soft mattresses and cushions, covered 
with very handsome silk. 
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Shortly after my entrance the lady came into the 
room ; the usual formal salutations followed. I 
touched her hand, raised my hand to my mouth, 
then to my forehead. She motioned me to sit on 
the divan, and on her left hand. The conversation 
flowed on for a short time pretty briskly through 
an interpreter, health and weather being the 
chief topics. 

My hostess was exceedingly pretty, her complex- 
ion fair ; she had small, delicate features, and an en- 
chanting smile ; and though very lively was digni- 
fied, and the movement of her hands most grace- 
ful. All her little sayings were prettily turned, and 
she looked so bright and intelligent, I could not 
help deploring her fate, and that she should remain 
half (if at all) educated, for reading a little and 
working was all she could do — she must live a 
regular Hareem life. 

The war between England and Russia had not 
long commenced, this, therefore, was an interesting 
topic, and how the Turks (her husband was one) 
loved the English and French ! 

Her dress was very beautiful. The head-dress 
consisted, first, of a flat cap of horse-hair, through 
which her own hair peeped here and there ; round 
this a green silk embroidered kerchief, tied on one 
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side ; on each side of her head were bouquets ot 
very handsome diamonds. Her black hair was cut 
quite short over the forehead, but numerous long 
braids hung down behind. Her trowsers were wide 
and of white brocaded satin ; the vest was of lilac 
silk, and fitted tight to her shape ; round her waist 
was wound a small Cashmere shawl ; the long 
‘ gibbeh ’ of rich white embroidered satin covered 
her feet, on which were slippers ; and a large, long, 
ample green Cashmere jacket, with full sleeves, 
completed this really becoming costume. 

Presently, a sweet, rosy-cheeked little girl peeped 
in at the door ; but when she caught a stranger’s 
eye, away she ran. She was the lady’s only daugh- 
ter. The attendants pursued the timid little thing, 
and in vain endeavoured to coax her hack. 

It was now time for pipes and coffee, and sherbet. 
Black and white slaves entered — one carrying a 
large silver vessel, called ‘ azkee,’ suspended by 
three chains, very pretty. This held the coffee- 
pot. Another slave held a silver tray with diminu- 
tive porcelain coffee-cups, placed in gilt filagree 
holders, called ‘ zarfs ’ (mine was adorned with dia- 
monds) ; a third stood motionless with sherbet-cups 
on a tray, which was covered with a red velvet 
cloth embroidered in gold; a fourth approached 
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with the pipes (mine, which I received from a sable 
damsel, was of purple enamel and gold, set with 
diamonds, the mouth-piece of amber). If a lady 
can be supposed to srnolce with grace, my hostess 
certainly did so. She was much amused at the 
awkward manner in which I attempted to imitate 
her, and undertook to give me some instruction in 
this interesting art ! — the lesson amusing her as 
much as it did me. 

During this scene a young man about seventeen 
years of age, entered the room. The lady pre- 
sented him to me as her son. He was a short, 
very stout, round, fat-faced youth, with small eyes, 
a smaller nose, and a still smaller mouth, and a 
little round chin, which he held constantly in the 
air. I could just trace a faint likeness to his lovely 
mother ; but it was a sad caricature. He seated 
himself by me, and began a most energetic, ani- 
mated conversation in French. I soon learned he 
had been long at Paris, where many young men of 
family now go from Egypt for their education. 

His mother, on the other side of me, looked at 
him in silent admiration, though she«did not under- 
stand one word he said ; and it was very strange to 
sit between the mother and son. The first realizing 
all one has heard of Eastern customs and manners, 
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which are the same as those of three hundred years 
ago, while the son, aware his country was behind 
European nations in all respects, was panting for 
emancipation from these very customs. He told 
me he was extremely * bored ’ in Cairo. “ II n’y a 
pas de societe ici, madame ; point de whisk (whist).” 
He £hen rattled on about his happy life at Paris. 
In vain I tried to smooth matters, and make him 
see the ‘ bright side ’ of Cairo. He evidently looked 
down on his country, and wanted reforms. Here I 
had before me a specimen of ‘ young Egypt,’ and I 
thought what a pity it was to send youths out of 
the country to be half-civilized, when they must 
return and conform, during the rest of their lives, 
to the demi-barbarous customs of their own land. 
The poor young man’s love of his country did not 
increase, when he was suddenly informed he must 
at once leave the apartment. 

“ Madame,” said he, “ il faut que je quitte la 
chambre — chez nous les messieurs et les dames 
n’osent pas rester dans la m£me chambre. II y a 
une dame qui arrive et qui desire entrer ici pour 
voir ma mere— et moi, je suis force de quitter la 
chambre. Ah ! nous tenons cette coutume des 
anciens Grecs.” 

I did not know how the custom originated, 
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but I thought it rather hard to put it on the 
Greeks. 

As soon as he had left, the Egyptian, or rather 
Turkish, lady came in. She was an ancient lady, 
tall, stately, and most particularly ugly. I thought 
the young man might have remained after all, as 
the visitor was by no means dangerous. 

She was dressed like all Egyptian ladies when 
they go out. A pair of yellow leather boots met 
the wide silk trowsers, and over all she wore a 
large loose fawn-coloured silk robe with sleeves, 
(nearly equal to the whole length of the gown), which 
is called a ‘ tob a kerchief was tied round the 
tarboosh, a head-veil hung down behind, while ano- 
ther kerchief tied up her cheeks and chin, and was 
fastened on the top of the head. She seemed to 
take no interest in anything, and to care very 
little for the outer world — a great contrast to 
‘ young Egypt.' 

The lady of the house offered to show me her 
other rooms, and led me by one hand, the other 
being occupied in keeping the * gibbeh ’ up, lest 
she should tread on it. It can be well imagined 
that such a costume does not contribute to a 
graceful gait. 
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The bath-room had a beautiful ceiling of carved 
stone. The bath was of marble. The other rooms, 
though simple, were handsome, and furnished with 
divans. The bed-room almost European. 

The little frightened daughter at last ventured 
to approach us. She was worth seeing ; her dress 
was like that of her mother, as to make ; as to 
material, all was of lilac Cashmere, richly embroid- 
ered in gold, and the little thing dressed out in its 
‘ best,' had even a train like its mother. On her 
head was a tarboosh of red velvet embroidered 
in gold, and a chain of pearls with a diamond orna- 
ment suspended from it ; but, at the end of the 
rich brocaded trowsers, what was there ? Scotch 
plaid warm socks, and a pair of European buttoned 
boots ! 

She was plump — very plump — and bid fair to 
be like her brother, ‘ young Egypt,’ eventually, 
though she was a lovely child. She was attended 
by several black and white slaves, who pursued her 
from comer to corner ; and she could not escape 
from their surveillance ; the ‘ gibbeh ’ would 
have tripped her up, had she made a hasty 
retreat. 

After I took leave of the lady, the young man 
met me — offered me his arm to take me to my 
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donkey — (not to my carriage). Having been 
banished from the hareem, he was not in a better 
humour with his country, and lamented bitterly the 
triste life he led, and the dullness of Cairo. I 
was sorry for him ; and have often thought since 
what has become of him ? 

Having seen much on this side of the Nile, we 
thought it was time to cross the river and visit the 
Pyramids of Geezeh. Our intentions, however, were 
nearly being frustrated — for the little steamer in 
which we embarked at Boulac narrowly escaped being 
annihilated by a large one coming down the river 
from Upper Egypt. This was rather too exciting and 
stirring an event to be pleasant. The strange vessel, 
fortunately, checked its speed in time; and, in passing 
each other, some very civil words were exchanged be- 
tween the captains; but, from what I could understand 
of the case (which was very little, however) our com- 
mander was not to blame. After these gentlemen had 
exhausted their angry invectives, we went on ourway. 
"We scarcely lost sight of the citadel, or the dome of 
the new mosque and its minarets, till we reached the 
Pyramids, so that, looking back, we had a pleasing 
picture nearly all the way. 

At the village of Geezeh we left the steamer, and 
found our donkeys ready. We were a large party, 
and the ride was most agreeable. 
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Geezeh is as ruinous as villages in Egypt gene- 
rally are. One could scarcely think that a city 
with the palaces of the Memlooks had once stood 
here ! After wandering among Geezeh’s crumbling 
walls, and wretched hovels, we came on the open 
plain — passed by well-cultivated fields — and, what 
with the singing birds, the sweet flowers, and the 
fresh, spring-like air (perhaps a little too brisk for 
us lately come from India), I felt I could have 
ridden on to the centre of Africa without stopping. 

The dwellings of the Egyptian peasantry are mere 
mud hovels ; there is a hole for a door, but no 
windows. Dogs abound everywhere, and they rush 
out barking at all who pass by. Children, with 
flies nearly concealing their features, lie like pigs 
deeply set in mire ; men stand smokiug at their 
doors, while the women are to be seen with water 
vessels on their heads, often one child on the 
shoulder, and leading another by the hand. The 
women do not wear the face-veil so much as they do 
in the city ; they have the yackmac, which they 
wrap close round their faces when a stranger ap- 
proaches. We met no horses ; camels and donkeys 
generally carry everybody and everything in Egypt ; 
priests, sultanas and sellers of chairs, all ride 
donkeys. 
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Every now and then we caught a view of the 
three Pyramids as we rode over the plain, passing by 
groves of date-palms, which are not nearly so 
picturesque as those trees are in India. The fertile 
fields extend as far as the low sandy hills on which 
are the Pyramids and Sphinx; at last we found 
ourselves close to the large Pyramid, and were soon 
surroundedby numerous Arabs, some speaking aword 
or two of English, all proferring their services, and 
becoming every minute more troublesome. The 
view looking towards Cairo from the stony, sandy 
ground close to the great Pyramid is very beauti- 
ful. A wide extent of plain runs up to the Nile ; 
the villages, dotted about among groves of palms, 
looked to advantage at a distance, for we did not 
see the ruined houses, walls, and heaps of rubbish 
of which they were composed. Cairo looked well — 
even grand — backed by the Mokuttum range of hills, 
for you did not perceive that many of the mosques are 
in ruins, nor the crumbling walls, dilapidated houses, 
dusty-coloured trees, and sandy ground around the 
city. It looked like a city of mosques, minarets, 
and palaces; and between the plain and city 
flowed the river, sometimes hidden by gardens and 
groves of trees. The citadel and large mosque 
were in a brilliant light ; and the day was fine, with 
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a soft blue sky shading into the horizon with a faint 
and indescribable tint, something between a very 
pale plumbago and the softest possible French 
grey. 

Many are the strange and interesting reflections 
which come across one in contemplating those won- 
derful buildings the Pyramids, concerning which 
so much has been written, while there are still so 
many different opinions as to the purpose for which 
they were erected. 

But it was now time to enter the great Pyramid. 
The Arab guides came round us like a swarm of 
flies. I little thought what would follow, and at 
first refused all assistance from these people, who 
seemed to stand aghast when I began scrambling 
alone over high stones to get to the entrance of 
the Pyramid, which is more like a hole than a 
door : round it the Arabs were crowding like ants 
at their nests — all talking at the same time in a loud 
voice, each trying to talk down his neighbour. 
Groping through the door, and following men with 
lighted candles, I found a slippery descent, at once 
fell flat on my face, and was picked up by two 
strong Arabs, whose help I had despised at first, 
but whom I was grateful to find near me. I was 
supported on each side by these men, while another 
remained close by to assist me if I fell ! 
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All this time my companions were close behind 
me, aided, or carried on, like myself. The dust 
raised by so many feet, and the excessive heat of 
the confined passages, was very overpowering; 
besides, the noise and loud wild voices of the 
guides were quite deafening, and the murky dark* 
ness, relieved only by the flickering light of the 
numerous candles, most bewildering. Still, we 
went on till we came to a level spot, where we 
rested. I was breathless ; our labours were but 
begun — and what had we seen ? Nothing. I had 
to climb up about four feet, which I accomplished 
by the help of the Arabs — then to ascend a steeply- 
inclined, polished slab, or rather shelf. While 
doing this, an enthusiastic individual cried out to 
me to look somewhere, for there was the entrance 
to the passage leading to what is called the 
‘ Queen’s Chamber ; ’ but my energy and enthu- 
siasm were nearly worn out, and I fear the hor- 
rible wish entered my head, that Cheops had never 
built this Pyramid ! Still, on I went, supported by 
Arabs ; one saying, to encourage me — “ Good lady ! 
good lady ! ” the other crying out — “ Good Arab, 
give good Arab backshish.” 

At last, after more climbing, slipping, and stoop* 
ing, we reached the ‘King’s Chamber.’ As each 
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of us arrived in turn, all the Arabs raised a shout 
of triumph, and I was so overjoyed, I made a 
feeble attempt to join them. Our party nearly 
filled the chamber. My guides amused me ex- 
tremely, though they gave me not a moment’s 
peace asking for ‘ backshish.' One at last, patting 
me on the back, whispered — “ “ Lady, more back- 
shish.” 

The chamber is about thirty-four feet long, seven- 
teen broad, and nineteen high. The roof is flat. 
The sarcophagus, which is much damaged, is about 
seven feet long, and three wide, and is at the 
upper end of the chamber. After resting a short 
time we recommenced our labours, which were 
pretty much of the same character as when we 
entered the Pyramid ; again was I rash enough to 
try and go alone, and, consequently, at the spot 
where I before fell on my face, I now fell on my 
back. 

How glad I was to see daylight ! 

Had any one asked me, when I came out, what 
I had seen — I should have said, “Only an old 
stone trough ! ” 

After such exertion I need scarcely say that re- 
freshments were by no means unacceptable. While 
the energetic members of our party climbed up to 
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the summit of the Pyramid, I took a sketch of Cairo 
in the distance. Of course, when our friends came 
down, I was told, “ I had seen nothing,” as I had 
not followed their example and climbed to the sum- 
mit ; but this did not signify, I had seen the ‘ old 
stone trough,’ and that was quite enough for me. 

We walked round the base of the great Pyramid 
and looked at the other two, then went to the 
Sphinx, which I had been more anxious to see (if 
possible) than the Pyramids. 

After staring and wondering for some time at the 
enormous head and shoulders of this colossal figure, 
I could not help asking where was “ the bland 
repose and immutable serenity of countenance,” of 
which I had heard so much ? The face is much 
mutilated, and devoid of any vestige of nose, and 
the lips, though I may be contradicted by many, 
are decidedly and coarsely African. I made a 
sketch both of its full face and profile ; and a 
nearer acquaintance did not induce me to agree 
with those who are enraptured with its fine expres- 
sion and “ God-like benignity .” 1 We returned to 

1 An old admiral, who came from his ship at Alexandria 
to see the Pyramids, was asked, when he got back to Malta, 
what he had seen? “Nothing,” he replied, “but a con- 
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the steamer in the evening, I had ridden and walked 
several miles, so I was very tired. 

We remained on board during the night, as we 
were to go to the Pyramids of Sakkara and 
Memphis the following day. Accordingly, at 
five A.M., we proceeded in the steamer to the spot 
were we could most conveniently land, in order to 
reach Sakkara. 

We had a letter of introduction to a French gen- 
tleman, who was employed by his government, with 
the permission, of course, of the Pacha of Egypt, to 
make some excavations ; and we had heard so much 
of their interesting nature that we were most desi- 
rous of seeing them. Besides, the idea of passing 
the site of Memphis, the Nopf of Scripture, with all 
its history fresh in one’s mind, was almost enough 
to keep one awake all night ; so I was glad when 
we reached the shore, mounted our donkeys, and 
went on our way to Mitrahenny, which is univer- 
sally believed to be the centre of Memphis. 

This city is said to have been built by Menes, 
who reigned 2320 B.C., thus even older than the 
great Pyramid we saw yesterday, the date assigned 
to which is 2123 B.c. 

Memphis had many names. Among the ancient 

founded great stone they call a Spix.” He evidently had 
seen nothing of its “ calm sublimity.” 
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Egyptian ones, some, when translated, are very 
pretty. One is, “ The place of Good then it 
was called, “ The Land of the Pyramid “ The 
City of the White Wall.” 

In Isaiah xix. 13, it is Nopf ; and in Hosea ix. 6, 
Memphis, when the prophet, in uttering the 
judgment of God on Ephraim, says, “ For lo, they 
are gone because of destruction, Egypt shall gather 
them up, Memphis shall bury them.” It was the 
capital of Lower Egypt, and here Apis received 
most special worship and honour. 

The desolation of Egypt by Nebuchadnezzar, and 
that “ Noph shall have distresses daily,” were pro- 
phesied in Ezekiel xxx. 16 ; but it was Cambyses 
who ravaged and nearly destroyed Memphis and 
its temples. As late, however, as 1342, the city 
was extensive, though its grandeur and glory had 
departed. Nothing now remains to giye any one 
any idea of its beauty and magnificence. 

Dusty mounds and wretched hovels of Egyptian 
peasants, bits of granite, groves of date trees, re- 
mains of one or two figures, now coyer the site of 
palaces, temples, and statues. There is one solitary 
colossal statue, believed to be that of Remeses the 
second, better known as the great Sesostris, the 
conqueror of Syria and India. It is in a pit, which, 
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even that at dry season, was nearly full of water, so 
that during the inundations poor Remeses must be in 
a perpetual bath. Its height is somewhere about 
forty-two feet, and the face, which is in remarkably 
good preservation, is evidently the portrait of a man 
with fine dignified features. 

* The statue was given to the English nation many 
years ago by old Mahomet Ali, and if we do not 
think proper to remove it, we ought, at least, I 
think, to take measures to avert the risk which is 
now imminent of its being defaced or seriously 
damaged. 

For many years its identity was doubted. It had 
been called Sesostris on the authority of a passage 
in Strabo, who describes a statue of that monarch 
standing near a temple, his account of the situation 
of which tallies exactly with the mounds about 
Mitrahenny. Strabo also described colossal statues 
of the monarch’s wife and his children, as standing 
near Sesostris’ own statue. It was not till the year 
in which we were there, that it occurred to an 
Armenian gentleman (named Hakeekyan Bey), 
that if the great statue were that of Sesostris, some 
remains of the other statues of his family might be 
found in the positions assigned to them by Strabo* 
He got permission to dig, and was rewarded by 
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finding the greater portion of each of the three 
statues, prostrate, indeed, and much defaced, but 
in sufficiently good preservation to leave no doubt 
of their being the statues he sought, and to enable 
him to complete the gallery of family portraits. 

After paying our respects to the fallen monarch, 
we hurried on, not to enter a pyramid — for I had 
had enough of that — but to the curious and deeply 
interesting excavations going on at Sakkara. 

The French gentleman, Mr. Marietti, who was 
employed there, had built for himself a small house 
of the ancient Egyptian bricks ; he received us in 
his little neat and retired home — and retired indeed 
it was — his nearest neighbours were sacred bulls, 
mummies ; and tombs and graves touched the very 
threshold of his door. It might well be said of him, 
“ his dwelling was among the tombs.’’ He was 
good enough to have the excavations lighted up for 
us. 

They consist of long galleries cut out of the 
limestone rock. The entrances are sunk below 
the surface of the ground, which is here covered 
to the depth of many feet by the moving sands of 
the desert, and their discovery, after being con- 
cealed for so many centuries, was a great triumph 
of the antiquarian sagacity of Monsieur Marietti. 
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Strabo had described them as they had existed in 
his day. He gave their distance and bearing from 
certain points in Memphis, and told how even then 
the advancing sand-hills of the Libyan Desert 
threatened to entomb the avenue of sphinxes which 
led up to the entrance. Monsieur Marietti, after 
carefully examining the ground, selected a spot, 
where he began to dig, apparently in the fathomless 
sand, and, of course, incurred much ridicule from 
his antiquarian friends ; but he was soon rewarded 
by finding first one sphinx, and then another, and at 
last the whole avenue. They are not monstrous 
colossi, like the sphinx near the Pyramid of Cheops, 
but comparatively small, tame specimens of their 
race ; and had we not been specially introduced to 
them, they might have passed for fresh arrivals 
from the tops of the gate-posts of some suburban 
villa near London. However, they led Monsieur 
M. to the entrance of the sepulchres of Apis. 
These consist of long galleries, about twenty feet 
high/ and the same in width. On either side is a 
row of large chambers, sunk to a depth of sevt ral 
feet below the floor of the gallery ; and each 
chamber contains a single sarcophagus, in which 
once reposed the mummy of a sacred bull. The 
sarcophagi are generally of black granite (though 



THE SARCOPHAGI. 


121 


there are a few of grey and red granite), of vast 
dimensions; twelve feet long, by eight high, and 
eight wide, with sides, and a lid eighteen indies 
thick, is a common size : and we saw remains of a 
temporary table, on which the hospitable antiquary 
had given a dinner to five of his friends, inside one 
of the sarcophagi, to celebrate, I believe, the de- 
portation of the original tenant to the Museum of 
the Louvre. Perhaps the poor animal was lucky 
in not being called on to furnish any portion of the 
feast, like the antediluvian ox, whose bones were 
discovered by a learned geologist in a cave in 
Yorkshire, and which lie delighted in proving to 
his friends still contained much of their original 
gelatine. There are two or three exceptions to the 
size of the sarcophagi. These probably belonged 
to some calf Apis, who died after his election, but 
before arriving at his full growth. 

The sarcophagi are generally plain, but a few 
are inscribed with very minute and delicately cut 
hieroglyphics. Their great bulk, and the difficulty 
of getting them out of their present confined posi- 
tion, has hitherto prevented their removal. 

When he first reached these sepulchral galleries, 
Monsieur Mariettiw'as much disappointed to findthat 
he was not the first profane intruder who had come 
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there to disturb the resting place of the sacred 
bulls. All the tombs which were visible on a first 
inspection had been opened, the lids of the sarco- 
phagi raised or moved aside, and the bull mummies 
which were probably very richly ornamented, had 
been removed. It is conjectured that this occurred 
during the visit of Cambyses. At length, by dint 
of very careful search, the French antiquary dis- 
covered two cells untouched, which he opened, and 
found to contain the bull mummies in exactly the 
same state as when they were buried, and it is sup- 
posed that he obtained from them a number of 
articles of great antiquarian interest. But on this 
subject he maintained a discreet silence. The 
export of antiquities from Egypt is nominally pro- 
hibited, and though everything portable of real 
interest disappeared almost as soon as it was dis- 
covered, and a French vessel of war carried 
away from Alexandria numerous mysterious cases, 
it was not till they arrived at the Louvre that 
the full value of Monsieur M.’s excavations be- 
came known even to his brother antiquaries in 
Egypt. 

When thinking of that marvellous place, and that 
no doubt can be entertained but that a conqueror 
ravaged those tombs, how instantly the prophecy 
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concerning Memphis naturally recurs to the memory. 
“ I will destroy the idols, and I will cause their 
images to cease out of Nopf.” 1 

There are many pyramids to be seen and visited 
in the neighbourhood of Geezeh and Sakkara. 
There are big pyramids, middle-sized pyramids, 
and little pyramids, some of stone and some of brick ; 
but I had read so much about them, of their dimen- 
sions, and for what use they were supposed to have 
been erected, and for what use they were not, that 
I was rather tired of pyramids ; and we determined 
to ride back to the steamer and return to Cairo. 


1 Ezekiel xxx. 13. 
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CHAPTER Vi. 

VOYAGE T7P THE NILE — E8NE — ASOUAN — PHIL® — TEMPLES 

DESCEND THE FIRST CATARACT — THE ISLAND OF ELE- 
PHANTINE — ROM OMBOS — HAGAB SILSILEH EDFOO EL 

KAB ERMENT — THEBES — LCXOR — KARNAK — THE CO- 
LOSSI OLD KOORXEH THE MEMNON1UM — MEDEENET 

UABOO TOMBS OF THE KINGS — OF THE QUEENS — OF 

PRIVATE INDIVIDUALS — DENDERA — BENI 1IASSAN. 

It was on a very cold day, in the month of 
February, that we left Cairo for Thebes. 

We were fortunate in having a steamer which 
the Pacha had most kindly lent us. In addition 
to our own servants, we took the Janissary who 
had attended on us during our stay in Cairo, a 
French washerwoman, and her son, who promised to 
assist everybody, but who, instead of fulfilling his 
engagement, was in every one’s way, did nothing, 
and was a very naughty boy. 

We passed quickly the pretty island of Roda, 
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old Cairo, Geezeh, and were soon in Upper Egypt, 
known as “ Saeed.” 

The voyage up the Nile is almost as easily 8c- 
complished now, as that up the Rhine to Rotter- 
dam. So many go every year to Thebes, and so 
few return from thence without giving to the world 
a volume of either “Notes,” “Fragments,” or 
“ Sketches,” written on the Nile, that the narrative 
of an excursion thither can scarcely be made to 
present any features of novelty. 

The legend of Gebel e’ Tayr (mountain of the 
bird) is as familiar to us all as the romantic tales 
of Liebenstein, Drachenfels, and Rolandsack. 

The hall of Karnak, and all the temples with the 
Osirtasens, Thothraeses, and Ptolemies, are as well 
known as those lovely ruins on the Rhine, with the 
tales of their heroines, Knights of the Temple, 
counts, and barons. 

Everybody has heard of the Dom palm, and of 
its graceless stiff boughs, and fan -shaped leaves — 
of the lofty pigeon-houses, which, at a distance, I 
took for “ pylons” and “ pyramidal towers,” of the 
muddy banks of the Nile, with the lazy crocodiles 
lying on them ; and of the ancient names of all 
the different places where travellers stop during the 
voyage. I shall therefore relate my impressions of 
our tour to Upper Egypt as briefly as possible. 
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It was late in the year for a large steamer to 
ascend the Nile, and we therefore hastened on to 
Asooan, only stopping en route to take in coal at 
three or four places, intending to visit on our 
return all the wonders we left behind us. 

The first place at which we stopped to coal was 
Esnd, when the Janissary came to me and said, 
“ Timbels here.” “ What are timbles ?” I inquired. 
“ Antikities are timbels ,” was his reply. So we 
went on shore, and walked ancle deep in dust to 
visit the temple of Esne, or rather its portico, for 
what is supposed still to exist of the body of the 
temple is buried under mounds of rubbish, or con- 
cealed by the hovels of the peasantry. 

This was our introduction to Egyptian ‘ Antikity.’ 
I forgot at first I was in Egypt, and thought Siva, 
Vishnoo, or the elephant-headed god, would greet 
me when I entered the portico ; but none of ‘ the 
old familiar faces’ were there. Instead of Gun- 
putty, there was a stranger with a ram’s head, who, 
I learnt, is called Knepf, and who, although met 
with in other temples, was the presiding deity of 
ancient Esne. 

Every part of this portico, inside and out, is co- 
vered with hieroglyphics. 

There are many beautiful columns, the capitals of 
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which are not all alike; but the lotus and palm 
leaves are among their principal ornaments, the co- 
lours in parts still visible. 

Nothing of any moment occurred between Esne 
and Asouan, save meeting boats returning from, or 
overtaking others going up to, the cataracts. 

As we approached Asouan, the scenery became 
gradually more pleasing. It is indeed only at that 
place on the Nile that it is so ; but as we anchored 
close to the shore, the views up and down the river 
were really picturesque. 

There were sandy hills in the distance, with 
rather a cold blue sky behind ; but near there were 
high bank with. ruined buildings on them, small 
rocky islands dotted about, and the island of Elephan- 
tine opposite the town. 

Having procured horses and donkeys, we rode to 
Philae. The donkey-boy, who ran by my side, had 
two leather bags tied round his throat. I found, 
on enquiry, that his spiritual adviser had placed in 
them bits of paper, with words written on them, 
which he said were charms against the poor 
boy’s falling ill. 

The road to Phil® was desolate — old tombs in 
ruins, heaps of rocks ; and very few trees or plants 
were to be seen. 
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We entered a boat, and soon saw a smaH island 
covered with rocks, piled one upon another, out of 
which rose a few solitary palms ; and at last we 
caught sight of a temple, the pillars appearing sunk 
in the wild confusion around them, and buried 
among masses of granite. The island was the far- 
famed Philas, and the temple that of Isis. 

The banks of the river are all of the same 
character — barren, cold, and wild, without being 
grand. 

The scenery has, in my opinion, been over-rated. 
I do not think it deserves to be called ‘ beautiful.’ 

There is one lovely ‘ bit,’ where the building, 
known by the name of ‘ Pharoah’s • Bed,’ is placed. 
It stands overlooking the water, and surrounded by 
trees, which cover also the high bank down to the 
edge of the river. We remained at Philae several 
hours, wandering among its ruins, and through the 
large temple commenced by Ptolemy Philadelphus 
and Arsinoee, examining the sculptures on the walls, 
where the death and resurrection of Osiris are por- 
trayed ; then those relating to the birth of Horus, the 
son of Osiris and Isis ; admiring the still vivid blue 
colouring of the ornaments of the capitals of the 
columns ; visiting the small chapel of Esculapius, 
and another dedicated to Athor. 
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The walls of Pharoah’s Bed were disfigured with 
the names of travellers. This bad taste was for- 
merly confined to the English. Other nations have 
followed our example, and in almost all the Egyp- 
tian ruins one may see the most romantic and aris- 
tocratic name by the side of that of Thomas Biggs, 
from Philadelphia, United States, and perchance 
that of Prince Pucklcr Muskau close to that of 
William Button, from Cheapside, London. 

’ Towards the evening, we left this fabled burial- 
place of Osiris, and determined to return to Asouan 
by water, descending the cataract. 

Having taken in a pilot, the boat being carefully 
trimmed, and ‘ womankind ’ desired to sit still, and 
‘ not male a fuss,' avc moved off from the shore. 

We had about twenty-five boatmen : they began 
to row Avith vigour — all talking, and seeming to give 
orders — apparently everything Avas confusion. As 
we advanced, the men became more noisy ; and not 
only talked, but shouted, and screamed : the pilot 
stood up shouting and screaming louder than 
anyone. All around us Avere gushing, foaming, and 
seemingly contending currents tearing over and 
under the rocks, against masses of which it appeared 
as if we must inevitably be dashed ; still the boat 
proceeded smoothly, though with extreme and 

VOL. II. K 
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almost frightful rapidity, and somehow or other we 
escaped a collision of any kind, till we reached the 
brink of the fall, or rapid, when the stern rose high, 
and for a moment, the bows of the vessel appeared 
to plunge into the watery abyss ; suddenly, the 
prow emerged almost perpendicularly from the 
water, of which a good deal had entered the boat, 
and after two or three more or less violent plunges 
and struggles were over, the gunwale became level, 
and we could stand upright without support; the* 
cataract was passed, but the shouting ceased not, 
and though the pilot called out all was right, and 
that all danger (if there had been any), had ceased, 
my excitement continued, for the speed with which 
we had descended, still impelled the boat, and it 
seemed as if the boatmen had lost all command over 
it ; this, however, was not the case, and the way in 
which they guided it, and avoided the labyrinth of 
rocks was marvellous. These soon became fewer, 
the water calmer, the shouting and howling less, the 
men brought the boat close to a bank, and all was 
over. I felt sorry that it was so. 

We visited Elephantine, where are some ruins and 
a gigantic statue of granite, which I had time to 
sketch, it was not very beautiful, but far more so 
than the Nubian ladies of the island, whom 
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travellers have called 1 elegant in their appearance ,' 
though some one has said, ‘ that their beauty is over- 
rated.' Their features are very African, the women 
small and thin, they wear very little covering, but 
a great number of necklaces and coloured beads and 
shells, their limbs are well oiled, and their hair 
smeared with ointment, which renders them more 
agreeable when at a distance, than when near. 

Leaving Asouan, we now bent our course down 
the river visiting on our way to Thebes, such 
temples and grottoes as were worth seeing. 

When we wished to land the captain, naturally 
thought of his ship, and where we could best anchor, 
he therefore did not always stop near the village 
from whence the Janissary had to procure donkeys 
to take us to the different places, and our friend, 
Abousaid, not liking such long walks, often tried to 
persuade us from going on shore, saying, “ you go 
four mile, and then see only mud-wall, she not worth 
seeing.” 

One evening, when we had, perhaps, anchored 
unnecessarily far from the place where the donkeys 
were to be obtained, and Abousaid had gone in 
search of them, we landed, and walked to meet 
them. We soon heard, though we did not see the 
Janissary, for his loud voice betokened he was in a 
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great state of excitement, and was evidently pour- 
ing his grievances into the donkey-boys’ ears. 
Settled on our donkeys, Abousaid rode on before 
us, and I heard him say to himself — “ Captain very 
foolish ; he makes himself know everything.” I 
remarked that when he could lay nothing to the 
captain’s charge, he used to say — “Captain is 
Albanian. All Albanian bad.” 

We little heeded Abousaid’s evident dislike to 
‘ mud walls, timbcls, and antikities,’ and proceeded 
to visit them all, beginning with the temple of 
Korn Ombo ; it is situated near the river. In this 
temple we made acquaintance with Savak the 
deity with a crocodile’s head, and the hawk- 
headed god 1 of the Egyptians. Although this 
building is of the time of Ptolemy Philometer, it 
is satisfactory to antiquarians that there is a stone 
gateway of the time of Thothmes the Third. 

We did not forget the grottos and chapels of 
Hagar Silsileh, where the sculptured walls were 
curious, and the subjects new to us. 

In one grotto, commenced by llorus, who reigned 
1408 B.C., is represented that monarch’s victory 
over the Ethiopians ; and in a chapel of Remeses 
the king presents offerings to all the numerous 
1 Symbolical of the sun. 



ANCIENT DATS 


133 


deities — among them ‘ the Lord of Ombos,’ the 
crocodile-headed god. 

The large temple of Edfoo is magnificent. It 
is very extensive, and gives one a complete idea of 
what these wonderful edifices must have been when 
perfect. The brilliant turquoise blue of the ceilings 
in the corridors is as fresh in parts as when the 
artist first painted them in the time of Ptolemy 
Philometer, who founded this temple. 

The walls in the corridors are covered with 
scenes representing the king returning victorious 
from battle. 

Although there had been hitherto so much to call 
forth our admiration, nothing engaged my attention 
so much as the paintings in the tombs of El Ivab. 
The first sculptured grotto contains the names of 
monarchs who reigned from 1575 B.e. to 1456 B.c. 

The subjects of the paintings in one large tomb 
are highly interesting, from the insight they 
give into the common habits of life of the 
Egyptians, at so early a period as the eighteenth 
dynasty, permitting us to see exactly how they 
ploughed and reaped, fowled, and fished, between 
fourteen and fifteen hundred years before our 
Saviour ; and to know how their boats, threshing 
floors, and wine-presses were constructed. 

Not less curious are the scenes of in-door life 
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on the opposite wall, on which the host and hostess 
are depicted receiving their guests. The festive 
board is spread ; there is a band of musicians ; and 
among the instruments played on is the harp. 
Neither is it uninteresting to know that there were 
‘pets’ in the time of Moses, for we perceive 
a little monkey, chained to a lady’s arm-chair, 
in which she is sitting. And there was the 
procession of the bier when the owner of the tomb 
is carried off to his * long home.’ 

Erment, built by the celebrated Cleopatra, must 
have been a beautiful temple. 

The bull was particularly adored here, and the 
queen is seen on the walls worshipping that 
animal. Tradition says that Moses w r as born at 
Erment. 

The time was not long enough to admit of my 
satisfying my curiosity, and when I returned to the 
steamer, I thought I had seen very little, although 
I groped into every grotto, crept into every sanc- 
tuary, squeezed into every hole, and pryed into 
every chamber. 

We had now several days reserved for Thebes. 

All the world is aware that Thebes is the No of 
scripture , 1 and that it was prophesied that the 
Lord God would cut off the multitude of No. 

1 Jeremiah xlvi. — 25. 

In the third chapter of Nahum, where the miserable ruin 
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Luxor and Karnak are near the river, and this 
enabled us to go often to them, I passed seve- 
ral evenings among their beautiful colonades and 
extensive courts, but the grand hall at Karnak, 
should be seen the last. No description, no 
drawing, can give any idea of its magnificence 
and vastness. It contains one hundred and thirty- 
four columns, twelve of which are sixty-six feet 
high, and twelve in diameter, the others are 
rather smaller. 

They do not all stand erect ; but though some are 
fallen, and some prevented from doing so by those 
still upright, enough remain perpendicular to pre- 
vent the effect being spoilt, and to give one an idea 
of what this hall — built by Osirei, 1380 B.c. — 
must have been, with the enormous gateways, area, 
avenue of sphinxes and colossi, some of which, 
however, were added by succeeding monarchs. 

The other buildings are of a much earlier period; 
and there are a few columns of the date of Osis- 
tasen — the Pharoah of Joseph’s time. 

• There are the usual subjects sculptured on the 

of Nineveh is foretold, we read, “ Art tliou better than popu- 
lous No, that was situated among the rivers, that had the 
rivers round about it, whose rampart was the sea, and her 
wall was from the sea?” “Ethiopia and Egypt were her 
strength, and it was infinite.” 
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walls of the temples ; some of the sculptures in the 
great hall having relation to Osirei the First’s cam- 
paigns in the East. 

On one wall we see the Egyptians victorious ; the 
enemy routed. Sir Gardner Wilkinson observes — 
“ The name of the town (Kan ana), and the early 
date of the first year of the king’s reign, leave little 
room to doubt that the defeat of the Canaanites is 
here represented.'’ 

One more sculpture in this hall, where the 
Egyptians are seen following the enemy into 
woods, particularly attracted my attention. “ The 
trees,” as Sir Gardner Wilkinson remarks, “ here 
represented are probably cedars, the place being 
evidently called Lebanon, or, as the hieroglyphics 
write it, ‘ Lemanon.’ ” 

Besides the buildings at Luxor and.Karnak, there 
were graceful obelisks to be admired ; gigantic sit- 
ting statues, and coucliant sphinxes to be wondered 
at — although some were headless and others with 
mutilated limbs. 

In the middle of the plain, on the side of the 
river, opposite to where Karnak and Luxor stand, 
are the Colossi — one of which was the well-known 
vocal Memnon. 

Although they were not very near any temples, 
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many are visible from thence ; among them Medee- 
nct Ifaboo, the Memnonium, and, in the distance, 
Karnak and Luxor. 

During my stay at Thebes, I often visited these 
statues. I was with them at sunrise, returned to 
them at sunset, and was never weary of looking at 
them in the evening ; they seemed to have increased 
in size since the morning, and to look even grander ; 
for as the sun declined, they were magnificent as 
they sat, two dark-purple masses against the radiant 
golden sky, with their shadows sweeping across the 
plain, and seemingly lost in the river. There have 
they sat on their thrones, or chairs, since Amunoph 
(who began to reign not many years after the death 
of Moses) placed them there, and they look deter- 
mined to sit the world out ! They are much muti- 
lated, and there is scarcely a traceable feature. 
“The height of either Colossus is forty-seven feet, 
or fifty-three above the plain, with the pedestal, 
which, now buried from six feet ten inches to seven 
feet below the surface, completes its base — a 
total of sixty feet.” 1 The body of the vocal statue 
has been repaired with blocks of sandstone. 

I sketched these figures from all sides of the 
plain ; their backs, at a distance, had a very droll 


1 Sir Gardner Wilkinson. 
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effect — they looked like old men sitting in arm- 
chairs, and wearing wigs and pigtails. 

We spent one day in examining the temple- 
palace, begun by Osirei at Old Koorneh ; passed 
another day in admiring the Memnonium and its 
beautiful sculptures, and deplored the fate of the 
statue of (I think) Remeses the Second. That 
mighty monarch lies on his back, deprived of his 
legs, and his majesty’s head has furnished mill-stones 
for the peasantry of the surrounding villages. 

We paid a lengthened visit to the temple- palace 
of Remeses the Third, at Medeenet Haboo. Here 
were sculptures representing domestic scenes. The 
king is in the hareem ; he sits while the ladies 
stand ; some of them give him flowers, others fan 
him, and a game of draughts is represented. 

We had become acquainted with jthe principal 
temples at Thebes, had seen Osirei, and other 
Egyptian monarchs in their private life, their 
peaceful royal state, or returning in all their pomp 
and glory as victors from distant lands, we now 
followed them to where they “slept with their 
fathers,” and entered the Tombs of the Kings. 

There we required lights before we entered the 
chambers where so many of the Pharoahs were 
buried. 
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We were struck with the bright colours on the 
pillars, walls, and especially on the ceilings, some of 
which were of a rich blue, spangled over with gold 
stars. 

In the tomb known by the name of Belzoni’s 
tomb, (he having excavated it) we no longer see 
Osirei as a great conqueror, but introduced into 
the presence of Osiris and Isis by their son 
Horus. 

In the Harpers’ Tomb (so called from two figures 
on the walls playing harps) there was a great deal 
to arrest our attention. On the walls were shewn 
in detail the operations of the kitchen and bakery, 
and we saw also the sort of chairs and couches the 
ancient Egyptians sat on, the coats of mail they 
wore, the vases of porcelain, the baskets they 
carried, with many other objects of domestic 
use. 

We visited many tombs, but time did not admit 
of our going into every one of the numerous sepul- 
chres of the many llemeses, we felt it a duty 
however to go to those of the Queens, but we 
found there nothing particularly interesting. We 
had lived among the royal tombs so long, that I 
was beginning to be rather tired of them, and was 
glad to visit those of the priests, and other private 
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individuals at the Assaseef and the hill of El Koor- 
neh, those of Koorneh are especially worthy of notice. 

The frescoes represent a variety of subjects and 
objects we had not seen elsewhere. There are 
persons busy in various trades. On one wall a 
variety of female ornaments, on another, the 
customs followed at their festivities are painted 
in minute detail. And in one chamber there 
are foreigners presenting tributes to the Egyptian 
monarch, Thothmes the Third. 

These foreigners are evidently of distinct nations. 
Their dress and complexions being different. 
Among the offerings are ebony, ivory, ostrich-eggs, 
hounds, oxen, and apes. 

On our way back to Cairo we did not omit go to 
to Dendera and the grottos of Beni Hassan. 

The temple at the former is the only one we saw 
with a roof. The portico is extremely fine; its 
numerous colums, however, are far from graceful, 
and they are not improved by their capitals bearing 
heads of Athor with heavy drapery. 

The oldest name here is that of Ptolemy Neo- 
Cffisar, son of the famous Cleopatra, whose portrait 
is on the wall outside of the temple. 

Mounds of earth are frequently heaped up as 
high as the roof of these buildings. This helped 
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me to enter an aperture in the wall nearly at the 
top of the temple ; when inside, I found myself in 
narrow, gently descending passages (the walls of 
which were covered with hieroglyphics) ; they led 
down into the body of the temple. 

While rambling in the dark chambers, which are 
rendered more mysterious here than in any other 
temple, for all is covered in, I saw a square 
opening in the wall which can scarcely be called 
anything more than a hole. I felt I should have 
been wanting in spirit and energy had I not 
gone in, so sending in a guide before me with 
a light, I thought of how I should enter this 
singular place. Having contrived to get in, 
I began, when about half way through, to 
repent of my rashness ; but there was no room 
to turn. So on 1 went ; how I got through I can- 
not well remember, but it must have been on my 
knees and the palms of my hands. And I had no 
sooner got on my feet, than a large bat hit ray 
head, and nearly put out the light held by the 
guide. 

I then discovered a long, seemingly never-ending 
passage, inhabited by a world of bats, which flew up 
and down, apparently amazed at being disturbed. 

On the walls of this passage were hieroglyphics 
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deeply engraven ; and, from its secluded position, 
they were quite perfect. 

The crocodile in ancient Dendera (the name of 
which was Tentyris) was as much an object of 
horror as it was of reverence at Kom Ombos. 

It is said that the inhabitants of Tentyris, having 
once killed a crocodile, a fearful war raged in con- 
sequence between them and the Ombites. Which 
party was victorious 1 do not know. 

At the grottoes of Beni Hassan, lower down the 
Nile, we found a curious scene portrayed on the 
walls — a number of men and women being beaten, 
the former receiving their punishment with their 
faces on the ground, the latter treated with more 
deference ; they sit while their chastisement is 
given on the shoulders. 

But it is time to finish my Nile-boat 
adventures, and this uninteresting account of 
an excursion, which has been made and 
described over and over again ; so that little now 
remains to be told. The Chow-Chow basket, how- 
ever, would have been incomplete without it, so I 
have felt obliged to leave a corner for this heavy 
chapter. 
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ALEXANDRIA — LEAVE ALEXANDRIA FOR JOPPA — PASSENGERS 

DISCOMFORT OF THE EAST INDIA COMPANY’S STEAMERS 

ARRIVAL OFF JOPPA LANDING JOPPA RIDE TO 

HAMLAII ENGLI8H CONSUL RAMLAH TROUBLESOME 

VISITORS — LEAVE RAMLAH RIDE TO KIRJATH-BAAL 

SCENERY BETWEEN KIRJATII-BAAL AND JERUSALEM 

ARRIVAL AT JERUSALEM. 

We remained a long and tedious fortnight at 
Alexandria, waiting for a steamer to take us to 
Joppa, now, often called Jaffa. 

Alexandria has few attractions. The town 
struck us as particularly uninteresting, after having 
passed so much time at Cairo ; and, recollecting its 
early history, and ancient prosperity and magni- 
ficence, we could not help contrasting them with its 
present condition, so different from what it was 
when taken by Amrou, who wrote to his sovereign 
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Omar, “ I have taken the great city of the west, 

9 

which contains 4000 palaces, 4000 haths, 400 
theatres, 12,000 shops for vegetable food, and 
40,000 tributary Jews.” 

Of the ancient town there are scarcely any 
vestiges remaining. Pompey’s Pillar and the 
obelisk, called Cleopatra’s Needle, look almost as 
much out of place in this Europeanized town as 
they would in High Holbom ! 

There are no mosques worth visiting — not a pic- 
turesque building to admire. You find the dust 
and dirt of Cairo without that city’s picturesque 
streets and houses. In the Frank quarter are a few 
rather good houses, and a Protestant church, which 
will be handsome when finished ; but the Bom an 
Catholic and Greek churches are unsightly. 

There is a large house belonging to the pacha, 
decorated and furnished in the same manner as all 
the enormous palaces at Cairo. 

Alexandria was unusually animated when we were 
there ; the son of the Pacha had been betrothed to 
a daughter of the reigning Sultan, and preparations 
were going on for an illumination. 

I asked Abousaid if he meant to join in the 
general rejoicing. 

“ No, lady — what care I for Abbas Pacha’s son ? 
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•when Roosians all dead, then 1 light up my 
house.” 

The Protestant, Syrian, Roman Catholic, and 
Greek cemeteries are at some little distance from 
the town, and only separated from each other by 
walls. 

One day I saw a singular funeral procession 
leaving the town. A monk on a donkey was 
leading; behind, followed a Janissary, riding 
on a similar animal ; then some little boys on* 
foot, wearing white muslin scarfs, and bouquets 
of green leaves fastened in front of their dresses ; 
next, followed men carrying a small rose-coloured 
coffin, with a white cross and white letters 
on it. 

Friends on foot brought up the rear, with many 
donkeys and their drivers. I followed to see the 
end of the little rose-coloured coffin, and stood on 
a hill overlooking the Roman Catholic burial 
ground, into which the procession entered. 

The little boys played and ran about the tombs. 
As soon as the rose-coloured coffin, which held the 
remains of their late companion, Avas lowered into 
the ground, and covered over with earth and dust, 
the monk, boys, and friends, all galloped back to 
the town. 

VOL. II. L 
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We went one afternoon to see the French steamer, 
(the Orontes ) in which we had taken a passage to 
Jaffa. 

Arriving at the side of the vessel, we found 
‘ coaling ’ going on, but when one has travelled a 
great deal, slight inconveniences are not mueh 
thought of, and we went on board to ascertain what 
accommodation the ship afforded. 

It was very small. The stewardess, who was 
JTrench, instantly appeared when she heard a lady 
was come on board. She was elderly, fat, and 
rather carelessly attired, but welcomed me in a 
most friendly manner, and seemed as if she had 
lived in the ‘ coaling ’ business the greater part of 
her life. I learnt I was to occupy the same cabin 
with several other ladies — besides my maid ; and 
the stewardess added, “Pour moi je passerai la 
nuit a terre.” This close packing though by no 
means agreeable, was to be borne patiently ; it was 
only to last for a short time ; and there was no 
remedy, so it was of no use grumbling. 

Several French priests were already on board. 
They had over their heads white kerchiefs which 
hung down their backs and the sides of their faces ; 
over these kerchiefs they had put on their hats — 
it was a curious head-gear certainly, but it pro- 



THE DISCONTENTED PILGRIM. 


147 


tected them from the sun, the power of which did 
not seem great to us, who had recently arrived from 
India. 

The next day, when we got on board, the deck 
was crowded with people; many, however, had 
only come to take leave of their friends. 

By degrees these visitors dropped off, and I 
could then see who were to be our ‘compagnons de 
voyage The ladies, especially, attracted my at- 
tention ; above all, a French dame, who wore # 
a white satin bonnet, trimmed with feathers 
and flowers. It seemed a curious and unusual 
style of bonnet for a voyage on board a 
steamer. The ‘ blacks’ which fell from the chimney 
of the ' steamer had very little respect for it, and 
the wearer soon disappeared into the depths below, 
where I found her shortly after tucked up in her 
berth and very unwell. Her complaints of the 
smallness of the vessel were vehement, and elo- 
quent Occasionally, she raised her little plump 
hands and arms into the air, displaying a pair of 
massive gold bracelets, and calling out “ Ah quelle 
misere.” I tried to soften her miseries by telling 
her they would not last long, when she exclaimed, 

“ Ah — ah ! madame, ce bel Himalaya que j’ai vu 
a Alexandrie ; ah ! quel beau vaisseau Anglais, si 
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j’etois & bord, comme je serois heureuse, on pourrait 
danser sur le pont.” It was so like the remark of 
a light-hearted Frenchwoman, but at the same 
time I thought it an uncommon way of making a 
pilgrimage to the Holy Land by dancing to it. 

I witnessed one very comic scene. A lady, 
who it appears did not speak French, came into 
the cabin, when the stewardness seeing she was 
far from well, said to her, “ Madame est elle bien 
«nalade ?” no answer. The stewardess spoke louder, 
and looking anxiously into the lady’s face, ex- 
claimed, “ Ah je crains que madame ne soit tres 
tres malade,” still no answer. “ Ah” cried the 
stewardess, “ Madame ne me comprend pas — 
madame est — n’est ce pas ?” and the Frenchwoman 
immediately commenced acting the 1 Mai de Mer,’ 
to the astonishment of all the by-standers. This 
curious exhibition hurried me on deck again. 

Dinner was soon announced, and was a contrast 
to that on board the steamers belonging to the 
East India Company. It is not only the ‘ fare/ 
as it is called, in these last-named steamers that is 
bad, but the untidiness, the want of all comfort 
and cleanliness, which are especially necessary to 
make breakfasts and dinners pleasant at sea. It 
will scarcely be credited that there are no steward- 
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esses in the steamers which take passengers from 
Bombay to Suez. Everybody too, must bring their 
own linen for the berths. It is impossible to des- 
cribe all the discomforts of these steamers . 1 

There were many passengers — people from all 
parts of the world — some French gentlemen going 
to Jerusalem 1 pour faire leur pdques.' They called 
themselves ‘ Pelevins they were unshaven and 
unshorn. One of them was very communicative ; 
he told me he was going with his companions on a 
pilgrimage to the Holy City, showing me their 
future journal, the programme of what they were 
to do and see each day, being already arranged ! 
Several French priests were on board ; some with 
sharp features, and a cunning, prying expression of 
countenance. Others with round, sleek, rosy cheeks, 
and smiling faces. Then there were English, Swiss, 
Australian, and French families, besides a sprink- 
ling of gentlemen from all parts of the world, 
without any encumbrances at all. 

How shall I describe the night ? We were 
eight ladies in a cabin about twelve feet long and 

i Since the above was written, the steamers on this line 
have been changed, and passengers are conveyed in boats 
belonging to the ‘Peninsular and Oriental Company,” in 
which, I am sorry to say I learn that the accommodation is 
no better. 
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seven wide. I found, when I went below, my poor 
companions all more or less ill, save the French 
lady, who was in a tranquil state ; and I hoped she 
might be dreaming that she was dancing on the 
‘ bel Himalaya When all was about to be shut 
up for the night, the stewardess made her bed on 
the floor (no berth could have held her, had one 
been unoccupied) ; and, when I rose in the night 
to get a glass of water, I had to scramble over the 
massive frame of the good old lady, for she and one 
small table completely filled the middle of the 
cabin. 

The coast of Jaffa is very dangerous ; and, as we 
approached it at night, we lay to till day. I was 
all impatience for the morning. A few passengers, 
as eager as myself to see the long wished-for Jaffa, 
were early on deck. They were lively, talkative, 
and anxious to communicate their feelings and 
thoughts to each other. 

I felt that perfect quiet, and rest from the outer 
world, would have been more agreeable on viewing 
for the first time, ‘ Earth’s most hallowed ground ’ 
— a land, the future of which is as deeply interesting 
to the Christian as it is to the Jew ; and where, 
even at this day, prophecy is no doubt being ful- 
filled. 
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It was a lovely morning — the air soft and- 
sweet — the sky above was of a pearly, grey tint, 
and rather lowering. The sun was hidden behind 
light, motionless clouds, but very bright rays 
streamed down, and seemed to touch the faint out- 
lines of the mountains, which we were to cross the 
next day. It was a calm, but not triste sky, for it 
seemed full of promise of a brighter day. I could 
not help thinking of Him who has for a time 
hidden His face from this once favoured country 
and its people ; but, although their present is dark 
and lowering, they have still bright hopes for the 
future ; for we know they will be gathered to- 
gether and become once more the people of God. 

The sea washes the walls of Jaffa, which stands 
on an eminence, the houses built closed together. 
Here and there was a minaret, and to our left, not 
far from the shore, were low hills, on which grew a 
few small trees. 

The usual confusion began when the time for 
landing approached. In a few minutes, heaps of 
boxes, bags, trunks, and portmanteaus made their 
appearance from below. 

A stranger would have taken us for emigrants, 
(about to settle in the land) instead of pilgrims. 
Occasionally, a lady’s maid would appear carrying a 
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thin hat box, which, “of course, she had forgotten 
till the last moment ought to come,” but which is 
detected by the quick eye of her master, who 
declares * this trash’ shall not go on shore — a kind 
word a,nd a soft look from the mistress, however, 
soon set all things right. The master gives in, 
shrugs his shoulders, but wishes, no doubt, there 
were no ladies’ maids in the world. 

All the passengers now made their appearance. 
Poor sufferers crept out of their berths, and 
crawled down into the boat which was to convey 
them to the shore. There was a great swell, the 
boats were tossed up and down, and the passengers 
performed a variety of curious feats, some falling on 
their faces into the boat, others into the arms and 
laps of their companions. 

The anchorage at Jaffa is very dangerous, there 
is no harbour, but a mere roadstead, in which no 
vessel could remain with the wind blowing strongly 
on shore ; the surf rolls in with great force, and it 
is lucky the natives of the place are good boatmen. 

Tn going on shore, we passed rapidly between 
large rocks, over which the sea was dashing with 
all its might, and on which it seemed impossible 
that the boat should not be dashed to pieces ; in 
fine weather, however, and the wind in a favour- 
able quarter, there is no real danger. I was 
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not sorry to land. The streets of Jaffa are 
narrow and dirty. Some suppose that Jaffa 
derives its name from Japhet, and that he built a 
city here. It is frequently mentioned in the Old 
Testament, in the New only once, and that con- 
nected with the visit of St. Peter. The house 
where he lived, belonging to Simon the tanner, or 
rather the site of it, is pointed out ; but, as we 
intended returning to Jaffa on leaving Jerusalem, I 
put off going to see it. 1 

It was at Jaffa a sad event in modern history 
took place. Napoleon, in 1797, caused the town 
to be completely and cruelly sacked. Hundreds of 
Turkish soldiers were taken into the neighbourhood 
and massacred. 

We had a letter of introduction to the English 
Consul — a Syrian gentleman. lie and his wife re- 
ceived us most amiably. The lady was very hand- 
some — her costume curious, being half-European, 
hall-Syrian. The two styles did not harmonize, in 
my opinion ; but her beauty and sweet expression 
overcame the disadvantage. Her husband was 
extremely well-bred and pleasing, as well as striking 

1 We did not return to Jaffa — we went from Jerusalem 
to Beyrout — thus, I never saw the site of Simon’s house 
— another example that we should never put off till to- 
morrow what we can do to-day. 
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in his appearance — indeed, I have found that, 
generally speaking, natives of the east are endowed 
with a high breeding altogether peculiar to them. 

We must all have been very troublesome to Mr. 

People were rushing in and out of his 

house, asking him to assist them in procuring 
horses and camels, and to protect them from the 
extortions of camel-drivers, &c., upon the journey 
to Jerusalem, as well as to do many things which 
were little less than impossibilities, all of which he 
bore with the utmost patience and good humour. 

I rested for a short time in an upper room in the 
consul’s house, overlooking the town and roadstead. 

I had time to think a little, and to read in 
the Bible the different parts where Joppa is 
mentioned. 

After breakfast our horses and camels being 
ready, we started for Ramlali. To my saddle hung 
a large strong black leather bag, containing indes- 
pensable comforts, and necessaries, among them, a 
map of Syria, a journal, writing and drawing mate- 
rials, and several books; so that when all was 
packed, it was with difficulty the poor bag could 
close its mouth. 

The gardens outside the town of Jaffa were rich 
in orange trees, and the odour of the various fruits 
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and flowers — delicious. I was struck by the beauty 
of the women and children whom we met, their 
complexions were lovely, delicate, at the same 
time having the appearance of health ; several of 
the children had hair of a rich chestnut colour. 

We were soon on the plain of Sharon ; and 
I thought of the verse in Can. 2. “ I am the rose 

of Sharon, and the lily of the Valleys.” Sharon is 
often alluded to in the old Testament 1 

The plain over which we rode, reminded me of 
those in the Deccan, which I had always admired 
so much. Wild flowers were abundant, and at that 
time of the year, the road we were on was anything 
but a desert. It is always called, however, ‘ the 
short desert.’ Every stock, stone, and briar we 
passed seemed to have its individual interest. I 
saw a great deal ; but did not feel to see enough. 
Occasionally, villages were visible at a distance, 
near our path, there was very little cultivation, 
olive trees and cactuses were scattered about, the 
latter were not very common. 

The approach to Ramlah was exceedingly pretty. 
The town in a bright light, looked well among the 
dark olive trees ; and behind Ramlah rose deep rich 
blue hills. 

1 See 1 Chron. xxvii, 29; Isaiah xxxiii. 9; xxxv. 2; 
lxv. JO. 
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Lydda, we were told was to our left . 1 How 
pleasant it would have been if we had had time 
to linger on our journey and visit the places near 
Ramlah, connected with Holy Scripture. 

As we came near the town the English Consul, 
a Greek, met us, having heard of our expected 
arrival. 

We saluted each other, but conversation was out 
of the question, he speaking no European language, 
we no Eastern one . 2 Smiles, signs, and in fact a 
pantomimic proceeding were the only means we had 
of communicating with each other. He led us 
through narrow streets to his house, which he lent 
us for the night. One sitting room was tolerably 
furnished, others had neither beds, tables, or chairs, 
only divans round the rooms ; but this did not 
signify, the camels were carrying our furniture and 
we were in hopes they would soon follow. They 
did not do so however, for nearly four hours after 
our arrival ; and the cook who is a most important 
personage in such expeditions as this was, did not 
appear till a late hour. We heard that the cause 
of delay was a camel running away, and the baggage 
it carried containing part of the culinary utensils, 
1 See Acts ix. 32, 35, 38. 

2 Those of our servants who spoke Arabic had not yet 
overtaken us from Jaffa. 



GERMAN AND AMERICAN SPIES. 


167 


not being well secured, had been upset. This was 
our first contre-temps. 

Shortly after our arrival, two persons made their 
appearance at the consul’s house. One a German, 
the other an American. These had arrived at 
Ramlah with a few other of their countrymen, in 
order ‘ to spy the land,' and ascertain whether it 
would be advisable to bring emigrants here from 
America or Germany. 

It appeared that the consul had asked these two 
foreigners to come, being aware that they spoke 
English and a little Arabic ; and, therefore, would 
be a medium of communication between himself 
and us. Their visit lasted so long, that, after all 
that could be said had been said two or three times 
over, 1 left the room, dreadfully tired, to sit in 
peace in the court-yard. These people followed us 
to re-commence the conversation. We went into 
another apartment ; they followed. In despair, I 
fled to a third room, and closed the door; but 
they still tarried outside, talking to the gentlemen 
of our party. At last the consul gently hinted to 
the Yankee and his friend, that they would do well 
to return home ; and we saw them no more. 

The next morning I was up at a very early hour. 
The windows of my room looked over the plain we 
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had traversed the day before, and the flat roofs and 
domes of Ramlah below the consul’s house. About 
a quarter of a mile from the town is a white tower, 
situated in a grove of olive trees, and near it a 
Turkish burial ground. Some say this tower is part 
of a Christian church, others believe it to be the 
minaret of a mosque. I should never venture 
to give an opinion of what it is. One thing I do 
know, that it looks well in a sketch. Wise 
men and great travellers of the present day, are 
constantly disputing as to the probability or im- 
probability — the possibility or impossibility — of 
this or that place in Palestine being identical 
with one alluded to in Holy Writ. When a 
fact appears established, and the world is con- 
tent to believe it, a new traveller appears 
with some fresh theory, upsetting what were 
conceived to be well-founded opinions, thus Ram- 
lah is now said by some not to be the Arimathea 
of Joseph. 

The view towards the east was very pretty ; the 
plain beyond the town, over which we were to 
travel, looked bright and green. Many persons 
who visit the Holy Land do so at a time when the 
soil, like that of India, in the hot season, is dried 
up and flowerless. 



SPRING-TIME IN PALESTINE. 


159 


In the spring of the year Palestine is beautiful. 
“ The flowers appear on the earth, the time of the 
singing birds is come, and the voice of the turtle 
is heard in our land : the fig-tree putteth forth her 
green figs, and the vines with the tender grape 
give a good smell.” 1 

Here we have not the sun of the tropics ; but 
still it tells — there is no doubting that it is the sun ; 
it looks and feels like it. 

The consul came early to see us before we left 
Ramlah. He was much pleased at having been of 
service to us ; accompanied us a short distance on 
our journey, and after we had expressed our grati- 
tude to him for his civilities, he said ‘ Good-bye,’ in 
English, returned home, and we proceeded on our 
journey. 

The plains between Ramlah and the mountains 
we were about to cross, were more like those of the 
Deccan than even the plains of the day before. There 
was one purple hill resembling that on which the 
temple of Parbutty stands; but on these plains 
there were, fortunately, no altars or temples in 
groves, no Hunooman or Crishna, or god with five 
heads, four arms, and covered with red paint. The 
variety of wild flowers appeared to increase; I 
1 Song of Solomon, chap, ii., verse 12, 13. 
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ROUGH RIDING. 


could not look long at them, the road became so 
bad and rocky, I had to attend to my horses feet, 
and think of my own safety. 

At the foot of the mountains, the Yale of Sharon 
terminates. Now we began to ascend, the roads 
became worse every minute ; but the horses were 
accustomed to them, and they carried us up and 
down rocks, over rolling stones, and slippery paths 
with the greatest composure. I was told by my com- 
panions to “consider myself a sack of potatoes, 
and all would go right.” I strictly obeyed orders, 
and I very soon became quite courageous, though 
the mountain-paths up and down which we rode 
were, I am assured, bad enough to shake the 
strongest nerves. The hills were, generally speak- 
ing, barren — here and there patches of cultivation, 
and a great deal of low underwood, bearing a 
yellow flower like that of the broom in England : 
but the impression of the surrounding scenery was 
that of desolation. We passed, by mistake, the 
place where travellers,^ usually dismount and rest, 
continuing to toil Up and down the rocky hills and 
ravines till we reached an open space of ground 
much more than half way to Jerusalem, where we 
got oil our horses, and found the wine, water, and 
biscuits, which we had with us, most acceptable, 
for we had ridden for four hours. 
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The next place of interest we passed was 
Karyet-el-Enab, which great authorities identify 
with the Kiijeth-Baal or Kirjeth-Jearim (City of 
forests), often mentioned in the Old Testament. The 
village situated on the side of a hill is a wild, deso- 
late-looking place. Formerly it belonged entirely 
to hereditary freebooters, known by the name of 
Abu-Ghosh, , who rendered the journey to Jeru- 
salem extremely dangerous. It is only a few years 
since the principal actor in many daring attacks on 
travellers, was taken and executed, I believe, by 
order of Ibrahim Pacha. The road can now be 
passed with perfect safety. 

It will be remembered that the ark of the 

covenant was carried there from Bethshemesh 
♦ 

when rescued from the Philistines . 1 There is an 
old Latin church at Kirjeth-Baal. I believe it is in 
ruins, but we did not go to see it ; if we had had 
time to do so, I do not know if I should have 
had strength, I was already much fatigued. 

As we toiled on our way hoping at every turn of 
the road (if road it could be called, for there was 
scarcely a trace of a path-way), to see Jerusalem, 

1 ‘ And it came to pass while the ark abode in Kiijath- 
Jearim, that the time was long, for it was twenty years ; 
and all the house of Israel lamented after the Lord.’-— 
1 Sam. vii. 2. 
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we met gmmt, clumsy camels, which always seem 
to come sprawling along, placing their long graceless 
legs anywhere and everywhere, and as they never 
get out of the way for anybody, it is difficult some* 
times, in a narrow place, to avoid a collision, 
winch would be far from pleasant, as tbe burdens 
and baggage they carry (frequently hanging far 
over their sides), threaten the traveller with a broken 
or, at least, a bruised, leg or arm. 

As we approached Jerusalem, the cultivation 
became less and less. There were occasional 
vineyards, but olive trees were fewer ; the wild 
flowers continued plentiful, their brilliant colours 
rendering the surrounding barrenness still more 
striking. This partial cultivation of the land brought^ 
to my mind the fourth and sixth verses of the seven- 
teenth chapter of Isaiah. “ And in that day it shall 
come to pass, that the glory of Jacob shall be 
made thin, and the fatness of his flesh shall wax 
lean. Yet, gleaming grapes shall be left in it, as the 
shaking of an olive tree, two or three berries in the 
top of the uttermost bough, four or five in the out- 
most fruitful branches thereof, saith the Lord God 
of Israel. ” 

When the journey was drawing to a close, we 
met the Bishop of Jerusalem and Mrs. Gobat, who 
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kindly rode out from Jerusalem to greet us ; and 
from them we heard we Were about two miles from 
the city. There was much to observe, our friends 
pointing out different sites where deeply-interesting 
events, spoken of in Biblical history, took place. 
On our nearer approach to Jerusalem, we saw, in 
the extreme distance, the mountains of Ammon and 
Moab : and the beautiful story of Buth, the Sfo- 
abitess, was instantly present to ray mind. The 
village, or rather town, of Bethlehem was to our 
right, situated on a high hill. Further on, the 
convent of Elias, or Elijah, was pointed out to us, 
and a Greek church, where tradition asserts the 
tree of the wood of which the cross was made, grew. 
# Presently the Mount of Olives rose before us. We 
felt all around was so real — so solemn. The feelings 
with which we approached all these localities were 
quite different from any that had been excited in 
us on first seeing other parts of the world, however 
interesting they might be. I am sure all have expe- 
rienced this on visiting Jerusalem, however they 
might differ whether this or that place be the one 
mentioned in the Old or New Testament. No one 
doubts it is holy ground — that, it is Bethlehem, that 
it is the Mount of Olives ; for although we are all 
aware that 
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“ Thy footsteps all in Sion’s deep decay, 

Were blotted from the holy ground ; yet dear 
Is every stone of hers ; for Thou wast surely there.” 1 

I was so fatigued, I wonder I saw anything. 
We had been eight hours on the journey. We 
approached Jerusalem on the western side : the 
walls crown the brow of the hill, and the buildings 
of the Armenian quarter were visible above the 
walls. 

We were a large party, and entered the Jaffa 
Gate somewhat in confusion and bustle, the tired 
horses slipping over a very rough pavement. 
Passing a small dirty bazaar, we reached the 
hotel, situated in a very narrow street, where 
apartments had already been engaged for us 
through the kindness of the excellent bishop. 

1 Keble’s ‘ Christian Year.’ Monday before Easter. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

JERUSALEM — VIEW FROM MY WINDOW AT THE HOTEL — VIA 

DOLOROSA — ST. STEPHEN’S GATE — POOL OF BETHESDA 

VIEW FROM ST. STEPHEN’S GATE MORNING RIDE 

VALLEY OF JEHOSHAPHAT — BROOK KEDRON— GREEK 
CHURCH — TOMB OF THE VIRGIN — POOL OF BETHESDA — 
. SITE OF PONTIUS PILATE’S HOUSE — SCHOOL FOR NATIVE 
CHILDREN — WAILING OF THE JEWS — CHURCH OF THE 

HOLY SEPULCHRE WALK ROUND THE CITY — VISIT TO 

THE ARMENIAN PATRIARCH. 

The first sounds I heard early in the morning the 
day after my arrival at Jerusalem, were a dis- 
cordant Turkish band, next the hells of an adjacent 
convent, and then the voices of children joining in 
a hymn. They were already in the school belong- 
ing to one of the Christian churches. 

The window of my room looked over a pool, for- 
merly supposed to be the pool of Hezekiah, and the 
one spoken of in Isaiah, xxii. 9., 2 Chron. xxxii. 3, 5 ; 
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but two great authorities, Messrs. Williams and 
Robinson, differ on this subject, the latter ascrib- 
ing it to Hezekiah, the former believing it to be 
the Almond Pool, mentioned by Josephus in his 
account of the siege of Jerusalem by Titus. The 
dimensions of this pool are about two hundred and 
forty feet by one hundred and forty four. 1 It is in 
the Christian quarter, and entirely surrounded by 
buildings. At one of the corners a flight of steps 
leads down to the water, which washes the very 
walls of the houses. 

Our first walk was down the Via Dolorosa, 
which leads to St. Stephen’s gate. 

The pavement in the streets is very bad, and 
the donkey 1 rode, though accustomed to it, was 
constantly tripping. 

Several objects of interest were shown us by our 
guide, an old Christian Arab, called Thomas, such 
as a stone in a wall, which our Lord touched as he 
went through this street to the hall of judgement* 
then a stone pillar, nearly sunk in the ground, and 
where He is said to have rested. We passed 
under an archway, where it is supposed that Pilate 
showed our Lord to the people ; it is called, 
therefore, the arch of ‘ Ecce Homo.’ 

1 Robinson’s Biblical Researches, page 487. 
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These traditions are devoutly believed in by the 
Latin, Greek, and other eastern churches here. The 
wish of the monks in early times to prove too much 
has done a great deal of mischief ; and many per- 
sons, finding it impossible to believe all, doubt even 
what would seem to be reasonable evidence in rela- 
tion to places that are pointed out as the spots 
where certain events narrated in the Bible took 
place. I always thought those happier who believed 
too much, than those who believed only a little. 

Near St. Stephen’s gate (called by the natives 
Mary’s gate) is the pool of Bethesda, where the 
sheep market 1 was situated ; and from the gate 
itself there is a road leading down to the valley of 
Jehoshaphat, at the bottom of which runs the brook 
Kedron ; a little further on is the garden of Gethse- 
mane; immediately above which the Mount of 
Olives suddenly rises. 

We stopped some little time looking at the scene 
around us. In the distance to the right were the 
mountains of Moab, their summits fading away into 
the soft blue evening sky. Near us and close to 
the city walls was a Turkish cemetery, where many 
Mahomedan women were standing or sitting, veiled 
from head to foot; they had come to pay their 
1 St. John v. 2. 
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weekly visit to the tombs of their relations. When 

* 

at Cairo I used to see the Arabs carrying branches 
of palms every Friday, when they performed this 
duty. 

As the evening was far advanced, and the gates 
of the town are always closed at sunset, we did not 
descend into the valley. 

One morning I went on a donkey to St. Stephen’s 
gate, dismounted, and sat for some time on the 
platform which overlooks the valley below. The 
sun had already risen over the Mount of Olives, and 
the sky was cloudless. The distant mountains, the 
nearer hills and valleys, had their histories both in 
the Old and New Testament ; and it was impossible 
to say which was uppermost in my thoughts, the 
past or future of the place. I read the fourteenth 
chapter of Zechariah while I remained here, and 
could scarcely think the fourth verse is to be taken 
in a figurative sense, though I have heard persons 
say it ought to be so understood. The coming of 
Christ is spoken of in these words, “ And his feet 
shall stand in that day upon the Mount of Olives, 
which is before Jerusalem in the east, and the 
Mount of Olives shall cleave in the midst thereof 
towards the east and towards the west, and there 
shall be a very great valley ; and half of the moun- 



THE YOUNG AMONGST THE OLD. 


m 


tain shall remove toward the north and half of it 
toward the south.” 

On my right, but inside the walls, was the site 
of the temple ; this place is now occupied by the 
great mosque. 

Descending into the Valley of Jehoshaphat, I 
passed by the brook of Kedron. This brook is 
alluded to in the 2 Samuel, xv. 23; also in 
St. John, xviii. 1. There is scarcely any water 
in it at this time of year, but I found several 
pretty flowers on its banks which I gathered 
and endeavoured to dry on my return to the hotel. 
Beyond the brook a Greek church in which the 
tomb said to be that of the Virgin is shewn, has 
been built many feet below the level of the road. 
Several lovely children were playing at the entrance, 
waiting for their parents who had gone into the 
church for their morning devotions. They were 
joyous, laughing little creatures, gathering and 
playing with beautiful flowers, the scene brought to 
my mind those lines of Mr. Lisle Bowles. 

“ When summer comes, the little children play 
In the churchyard of our cathedral grey, 

Busy as morning bees, and gathering flowers 
In the brief sunshine j they of coming hours 
Beck not, intent upon their play though time 
Speed like a spectre by them, and their prime 
Bear on to sorrow.” 
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A broad flight of steps leads down into this church, 
on one side of which the tombs of Anna (the mother 
of the Virgin Mary) and Joseph are supposed to be. 
Several women enveloped in white mantles passed 
before me. I remained behind looking at the strange 
some beneath me, the mass of white drapery standing 
well out in the deep shadows around it. As the 
women did not go into the body of the church, 1 
remained with them, and as I sat on the steps, 
heard the priests chanting ; for a short time I could 
distinguish nothing but a few lights glimmering be- 
low, presently I could perceive many lamps suspended 
from the ceiling, but the few that were burning, 
only threw a dim light on the figures in black; 
sometimes 1 could distinguish a distinct form, but 
generally it was a mass of black. All around me 
were women in white, some standing, some kneel- 
ing, some “ making conversation,” others quieting 
crying babies, while little merry children kept 
running after each other up and down the 
steps. 

As I returned to the hotel,, I stayed some little 
time at the Fool of Bethesda. It is, or rather was 
(for it is now dry), on the left of St. Stephen’s 
gate (as I returned from the Valley of Jehoshaphat), 
and close to Mount Moriah, where stood the Temple 
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of Solomon. The Mosque of Omar — ' the Noble 
Sanctuary,’ as it is called by the Mahomedans — 
now stands on Mount Moriah. 

The Pool of Bethesda is surrounded by buildings 
on three sides ; on the east side, where I sat, Is a 
very low ruinous wall, with wild flowers growing 
all over it. The pool is very deep — nothing in it 
but large mounds of green turf ; the only appear- 
ance of water was that of a scanty stream trick- 
ling out from a wall, belonging to a Turkish public 
bath. This spot is, indeed, one of the ‘waste 
places ’ of Jerusalem, and reminded me of 
Ezekiel vii. 21., where he speaks of the future deso- 
lation of Israel : — *‘ And I will give it into the 
hands of the stranger for a prey, and to the wicked 
of the earth for a spoil, and they shall pollute it.” 

Some doubt whether this is the Pool of Bethesda 
spoken of in the Gospel ; but Mr. Williams, author 
of ‘The Holy City,’ is of opinion that it is the 
pool. 

The site of Pontius Pilate’s house is on the left- 
hand side of the Yia Dolorosa, returning from the 
gate, and is now occupied by a barrack. When I 
arrived, a Turkish officer went up with me to the 
flat roof, in order that I might see the prospect, 
and the mosque built on Mount Moriah. None but 
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true believers are allowed to enter the sacred en- 
closure ; but I had a very good idea of the whole 
from the elevated position I occupied, which com- 
manded a view of all the buildings on the mount. 
Behind the large mosque, fo the south, is a smaller 
one — that of El Aksa ; and outside the wall of this 
sauctuary is the wailing-place of the Jews. The 
space occupied by these two mosques is very ex- 
tensive, and planted with cypress and olive-trees. 
In the eastern wall which encloses it is the Golden- 
Gate, now walled up. From where I stood, I could 
see (rather to the right) the Hill of Evil Counsel 
the Tower of Hippicus, and the Church of the Holy 
Sepulchre. 

The hotel we lived at was full of people from 
nearly every country. There were German counts, 
French priests, and barons. American and English- 
men of all professions, from Australia, China, and 
India. The topics of conversation in a society so 
mixed, were, it may be easily imagined, very 
various, and there was often much said that was 
calculated to instruct, and not a little that sur- 
prised and amused. 

A Frenchman speaking of his visit to Jerusalem, 
said, “ il n’y a pas de promenade ifci,” missing his 
“ Bois de Boulogne,” and his caf4s ! Another en- 
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lightened individual who had just returned from the 
Antipodes, said he “ saw nothing at the Dead Sea 
worthy of a visit.” Some were all enthusiasm, seeing 
with the eyes of their minds as well as those of their 
bodies. Let the reader fancy one of these enthu- 
siasts sitting by a sedate, quiet gentleman at the 
table d’hote, and on narrating all he had seen 
that morning with the greatest animation, receiving 
for reply, “Well' sir, you think you have seen the 
tomb of the Virgin Mary, now sir, you have seen 
no such thing I From undoubted authority, it is 
known not to exist.” 

The poor crest-fallen enthusiast retorts by re- 
marking to the other — he probably does not believe 
he is at Jerusalem. 

“Tes sir, I am* perfectly aware I am at Jeru- 
salem, but let us talk no more on the subject.” 

We visited the school for Jewish and Arab 
children, which is under the superintendence of the 
Protestant bishop. There were but few little 
Jewesses there, as it was Friday, and Friday is 1 the 
wailing day .’ Among the children in the school, 
very few had been baptized. They learn reading, 
writing, arithmetic and * plain work.’ The Jewesses 
were mostly fair, rosy-cheeked, and many had 
auburn hair ; it is a pity they do no not retain more 
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off their national dress. The boys struck me aB 
being very intelligent, and one little fellow explained 
a proposition in Euclid, I was told, very well. 
Be was an Arab, with a bright and pleasing 
countenance. 

The Wailing of the Jews, I have said, takes place 
every Friday. 

We passed through a very dirty bazaar and 
several miserable streets, in order to get to the 
wailing-place ; the dirt in the streets in this Jewish 
quarter surpassed even that at Cairo. The stones 
of the pavement are of every form and size — some 
pointed, others loose and rolling — when you think 
you are on a stone firmly fixed in the ground, it 
turns round, and you find yourself stumbling and 
tumbling about in all directions. Even the donkeys 
one rides are often on their noses, and the poor 
beasts are chastised because the roads are bad. 

The spot where the Jews assemble is small, 
and very narrow, situated behind the high wall 
which encloses the * noble sanctuary.’ Antiquarians 
say that some part of the masonry of the high wall, 
against which the people turn their laces and wail, 
is as old as the time of Solomon. This wailing is 
one of the ‘ rights ’ of Jerusalem ; but, when there, 
I thought it rather an odd amusement to go and 
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stare at a number of people lamenting over the 
sorrows of their country ; and, although some of 
them may resort there from habit, no doubt there 
were others who really felt that, “Judah is gone 
into captivity, because of affliction, and because of 
great servitude ; she dwelleth among the heathen ; 
she findeth no rest ; all her persecutors overtook 
her between the straits.” 1 

When we arrived at the place, we found several 
Jews and a few Jewesses with their faces turned 
towards the wall. Some reading out of large, dirty 
books. I only heard one Jew ‘ wailing.’ They 
turned round, looked at us, and seemed to say, 
“ Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by ? behold 
and see if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow 
which is done unto me, wherewith the Lord has 
afflicted me in his fierce anger.” 2 
It was a sight one could not see unmoved, and 
as the poor people again turned towards the wall I 
felt how true it is that “ He hath violently taken 
away His tabernacle, as if it were of a garden, He 
hath destroyed the places of His assembly .” 3 

One of the Jews there, who was a German, 
shewed us his book ; he was reading the Psalms of 

1 Lamentations of Jeremiah, i. 3. 

12. 3 Ilid., ii. 6. 
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David. The top of the page was in Hebrew ; the 
translation of the Psalm and the commentary were 
in German, but in the Hebrew character. 

The first visit I paid to the church of the Holy 
Sepulchre was with several people. ‘ Sight-seeing,’ 
in company is never agreeable, unless there be a 
strong sympathy in taste and feeling. I felt this 
more particularly at Jerusalem. I returned to the 
hotel with a very confused idea of what I had seen. 

During my stay at Jerusalem I was often able to 
go to the Church of the Sepulchre alone. I, one 
day, made a long visit and saw nearly every thing. 
Almost the first object of interest pointed out to the 
stranger is a long marble slab on the pavement like 
a tombstone. At each end were three very large 
candlesticks covered with red velvet. At this spot 
it is said our Savour was anointed for His burial. 
People were prostrating themselves on the slab and 
kissing it. To the left, not far off, is shewn the 
place where the Virgin stood while the body was 
anointed. On the right are the tombs of Godfrey 
de Bouillon, of Baldwin the first, and Mel- 
chisedech, and the small chapel of St. John the 
Baptist, and Adam. 

There is a grating in the wall of this chapel, 
where a fissure in the rock is shewn which was 
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formed when the ‘ rocks were rent,’ at the cruci- 
fixion of our Lord. The traditions connected with 
this church of the lloly Sepulchre are so many 
that I must pass them by, for they would occupy an 
entire chapter. 

The chapel of St. John the Baptist and Adam, 
that of Godfrey de Bouillon and Baldwin the First , 1 
are with the chapels of the crucifixion and exalta- 
tion of the cross, frequently called the chapels of 
Calvary. A staircase leads up to the chapels of 
the crucifixion and exaltation of the cross. These 
are much ornamented; there are two altars, one 
belonging to the Greeks, and the other to the 
Latins. I then descended into the rotunda, where 
stands the Holy Sepulchre. It is twenty-six feet 
in length, and eighteen broad. It is built of a yel- 
lowish marble, and countless silver lamps are sus- 
pended over the entrance, which is adorned by three 
large enamelled medallions, the frame of the middle 
one being enriched with coloured stones, which are 
said to be real. The doorway is elaborately 
1 Though the tombs of Godfrey de Bouillon and Baldwin 
the First are still pointed out, Mr. Williams, in his ‘ Holy 
City,’ tells us that these sepulchral monuments were defaced 
and injured by theCharizmians, in 1244 ; and by the Greeks, 

. because they commemorated Latin sovereigns; and it seems 
that, in the late restoration, they have been wholly destroyed 
and obliterated from a similar motive. 


VOL. II. 


Nf 



178 THE CHAPEL OF THE ANGEL. 

carved. There are two divisions in the building ; 
the first you enter is called the ‘ Chapel of the 
Angel,’ and is very small ; in the middle is a 
marble monument, which looks much like a font ; 
it is said to mark the place where the stone was 
rolled from the door of the sepulchre, and where 
the angel was seen sitting. Many persons came 
in while I was there to kiss this monument, some 
kneeling 4 and continuing absorbed in prayer for a 
minute or two. From this small room you enter 
where the sepulchre is believed to have been. 

The ornaments of the entrance to this room are 
beautifully and richly carved. Each of these 
divisions is so small that not more than four 
persons can be in it together. A shelf placed 
against the wall was arranged as an altar, on which 
stood lighted candles and vases of flowers. Over 
the slab which marks the spot where the body of 
our Saviour was placed, hung many gilt lamps — a 
few lighted ; on the wall were three pictures — one 
belonging to the Latins, one to the Greeks, and 
one to the Armenians. While I was in the se- 
pulchre, a Greek priest was reading, and occa- 
sionally occupied in meditating ; he had a small 
silver bottle full of rose-water, with which he some- ' 
times sprinkled the flowers on the altar, from 
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whence he gave me lavender and wall-flowers. The 
entrance to the Greek church is directly opposite 
the Holy Sepulchre. This church is large, and 
much decorated. 

The spots where our Saviour appeared to Mary 
Magdalene and to His mother, are marked by small 
round marble slabs in the pavement, not far from 
the Latin chapel , 1 which is plain in its ornaments. 
In the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, are several 
small side-chapels among them — that of St. Mary ; 
of Longinus, the Centurion ; ‘ of the parting of our 
Lord’s garments;’ and one where a stone is shown, 
on which our Saviour sat when he was mocked. 

The Copts have only one altar in the church ; it 
is placed close behind the sepulchre of our Lord. 
The Syrians have a small, unfurnished chapel, in 
which are the tombs where Joseph of Arimathea, 
and Nicodemus, are said to have been buried. 

In St. Helena’s Chapel, which belongs to the 
Greeks, a small window is shown, from whence the 
empress watched the workmen below, and urged 
them on in their endeavours to discover the three 
crosses ; and an altar now marks the spot where 
tradition says they were found. 

The Armenian chapel contains curious pictures ; 

1 Called also ‘ the Chapel of the Apparition.’ 

n2 
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one of the Virgin, round her neck is a chain of 
gold coins. Another picture represents our Lord 
ascending from the Mount of Olives — he ascends 
into clouds gilt over ; behind them rise the heads 
of angels who are blowing trumpets ; and on the 
spot from whence our Saviour has ascended are 
two very large foot marks. 

The roof of the rotunda in which the sepulchre 
stands was in bad repair when we were at Jerusa- 
lem. The Greek and Latin churches had, I under- 
stood, disputed with whom the right to put it in order 
rested, and while this discussion went on, the roof 
became more dilapidated, so much so that the rain 
came in, and the altar belonging to the Copts was 
in danger of being materially injured. 

I have not entered into detail in describing each 
and every deeply interesting object in the Church 
of the Holy Sepulchre. Details would be tedious 
to many persons, and I have therefore given only a 
rough sketch of what is there to be seen. 

One afternoon was occupied in walking round 
Jerusalem. Passing out of St. Stephen’s gate and 
descending the Valley of Jehoshaphat we saw on the 
left hand side a grotto arranged as a chapel in which 
were two small plain altars, and then we entered 
the garden of Gethsamane. How true is the remark 
of Dr. Wilson in his “ Lands of the Bible,” that 
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Gethsemane “ is a place, the association of which 
are of overwhelming interest and solemnity.” We 
read that not far from it our blessed Lord went 
forward a little, and fell on the ground, and prayed, 
saying those memorable words, “ not my will but 
thine be done,” 1 which have been perhaps of all 
those uttered by Him the most comforting and 
soothing for countless mourning Christians, and 
will continue to be so till He shall swallow up death 
u in victory, and the Lord God shall wipe tears from 
off all faces.” 

The garden is small, enclosed by high walls. I 
regret that it has been converted into a modern 
garden ; the flowers are, however, pretty. There 
are neat terrace walks, and a few ancient olive 
trees. A Spanish lady, who visited this garden, 
had small paintings let into the wall, representing 
the various events which took place during our 
Lord’s sojourn on earth. 

We now ascended the Mount of Olives, which is 
mentioned in the 2 Samuel, xv. 30,, as connected 

1 The reader will remember those beautiful lines of Keble— 

“ ‘ O Father ! not My will, but Thine be done.’ 

So spake the Son. 

Be this our charm , mellowing earth’s ruder noise 
Of griefs and joys ; 

That we may cling for ever to Thy breast 
In perfect rest!” 

The Christian Tear-— ‘Wednesday before Easter. 

K Sf 
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with the history of David and Absalom, when the 
former fled from Jerusalem. It is often read of in 
the gospels, and was a favourite resort of our 
Saviour. All the walks about Jerusalem must be' 
traversed with reverential feelings ; but the garden 
of Gethsemane, the Mount of Olives, and Bethany, 
have a peculiar interest. 

The path leading up the Mount is steep and 
stony. Olive trees are pretty numerous in all 
directions, and are peculiarly suited to the scenery 
around Jerusalem. They have an air of sadness 
and gloom with their sombre trunks and dark 
green leaves ; and they seem in mourning for the 
sorrows of the land and its people. 

When we reached the summit of the hill it was 
so windy and cold, we could not look at the views 
with any comfort. Turning to the west, the entire 
city of Jerusalem is seen completely walled in. 
The present wall was raised by Suliman the first. 
The date, 1541-2, is to be seen in some parts of the 
wall. From the top of the Mount, one has a bird's-eye 
view of the city. Towards the south-east, the moun- 
tains of Moab and the Dead Sea were visible. 

It has been the received opinion for ages, and is 
still universally believed, that the Saviour’s ascen- 
sion took place from the Mount of Olives. Al- 
though I am most willing to cling to all the ancient 
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traditions, if I may venture to state an opinion in 
which others more competent te judge than I am 
agree with me, I think that event occurred at 
Bethany, and not at the Mount of Olives, as it is 
clearly stated in the twenty-fourth chapter of St. 
Luke, 50, 51 verses, that “ He led them out as 
far as to Bethany, and He lifted up His hands 
and blessed them ; and it came to pass while He 
blessed them He was parted from them, and car- 
ried up into Heaven.” 

Inside the church, which crowns the summit of 
the Mount, is a large stone, marking the spot from 
whence it is believed our Lord’s ascent took place. 

Descending the hill we passed two places, at one 
of which we are told our Saviour taught his disciples 
the Lord’s Prayer ; and at the other, the Apostles 
made the creed. I could not help fearing these 
assertions were apocryphal. Further on are some 
curious grottoes, said to be the burial-place of the 
prophets. In the valley of Jehoshaphat and 
Hinnom, through which we rode this evening, 
there are tombs and graves, both ancient and 
modern, in every direction. It is impossible to 
pass by the numerous grottoes and burying-places 
without thinking that perhaps out of some of 
them, “ many bodies of saints arose, and came out 
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of the graves after His resurrection, and went into 
the Holy City, and appeared unto many.” 

That chapter of Ezekiel wherein we read — 
“And He said unto me, Son of man, can these 
bones live? and I answered, 0 Lord God thou 
knowest,” 1 recurred to my mind. Nor could I 
help recalling these striking words. “ I will also 
gather all nations, and will bring them down into 
the valley of Jehoshaphat, and I will plead with them 
for my people, and for my heritage Israel, whom 
they have scattered among the nations, and parted 
my land.” 2 

To our right was a tomb where Absalom is said 
to have been interred. 3 I observed as I passed a 
great quantity of stones heaped up against it. On 
enquiry, I heard it was usual for all who passed 
the tomb to throw a stone at it. The valley 
here is wild and pretty ; there are many olive trees. 
The tombs of St. James and Zachariah are not far 
distant from that of Absalom. 

The next interesting object is the Fountain of 
the Virgin. We then arrive at the Pool of Siloam : 
this is a very picturesque spot. The walls on each 
side nearly hidden by plants, creepers, and trailing 

1 Ezekiel xxxvii. 3. 2 Joel iii. 2. 

8 He was we are told buried in a large pit in the wood of 

Ephraim, and stones heaped upon him. 
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leaves and flowers. The village of Siloam is situa- 
ted on a height opposite the pool, overlooking the 
Valley of Jehoshaphat. In Nehemiah iii. 15, and 
in John ix. 7, this pool is mentioned. 

We next saw the Fountain of En-rogel, where, it 
will be remembered, Adonijah, after he had proclaimed 
himself king, ‘slew sheep, and oxen, and fat cattle.’ 1 

The Field of Blood is on a hill above the Valley 
of Hinnom. It was formerly usual to throw the 
bodies of pilgrims who died at Jerusalem into a pit, 
which is still seen on the Field of Blood. 

Continuing our excursion through the Valley of 
Hinnom, we passed the lower Pool of Gihon, the 
Jaffa gate on the west, then the Damascus gate 
on the north side of the walls. To our left was 
the way to the Grotto of Jeremiah; further on we 
passed Herod’s Gate (now walled up), and turning 
round to the eastern wall, found ourselves again 
at the spot from whence we had started, having 
made a complete tour of the city. 

Another day we went to see the Armenian church 
situated in the Christian quarter, its ornaments are 
very gaudy, and by no means handsome. The 
wainscoting of the walls to the height of a few feet 
was of coloured tiles. The Armenian Patriarch has 
built a palace for himself. 

1 1 Kings i. 9. 
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We went to pay him a visit, and found him in a 
large, handsome and lofty room ; he was a very fine 
tall old gentleman, with a long grey beard, he had 
on a flowing dark coloured robe, and a purple vel- 
vet cap. His manners very pleasing. I was over 
fatigued and not well. Among our party present 
at this visit, there were several who talked well at 
all times, and finding that the conversation between 
them and the Patriarch was sufficiently animated, 
I sat still and said nothing. The old man remark- 
ing my silence, explained to me, through an inter- 
preter, that he thought it odd I said nothing. It 
is a pretty general feeling that when one is ‘ told to 
talk,’ one cannot. I was much amused when he 
added : — “ It would be better to say anything than 
to say nothing at all.” This well merited repri- 
mand, however, did not mend matters, nor endow me 
with the gift of speech. As the visit was too long, I 
welcomed the appearance of pipes, and coffee — 
which in Egypt and Syria, correspond to betel-nut, 
otto of rose, and sweetmeats at a durbar in India, 
the appearance of these things is a very polite hint 
that it is time to retire. Before we left, the Patriarch 
sent far a print of the queen which he was anxious 
to shew us. It was a very indifferent coloured one ; 
but he was much delighted with it. 



187 


CHAPTER IX. 

TOWER OP HIPPICUS — VISIT TO THE DEAD SEA — JORDAN 
AND JERICHO ROSE OP JERICHO — RETURN TO JERU- 

SALEM — VISIT TO A JEWISH FAMILY — JERUSALEM AT 
NIGHT. 

The Tower of Hippicus, which stands on the 
Holy hill of Zion, is well worth a visit. This 
tower shares the fate of many things at Jerusalem, 
its origin being doubted and disputed, some' affirm- 
ing it to be the tower erected by King Herod, 
while others hold the contrary ; but as wiser heads 
than mine cannot settle the point, it would be 
unbecoming in me to venture an opinion. All, 
however, agree that the masonry of the lower part 
is extremely ancient. 

The prospect from the summit of the tower is 
very extensive. As we looked on the Mount of 
Olives, towards the east the mountains beyond the 
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Dead Sea were visible. To the north-east., was 
the Quarantana wilderness, the supposed locality of 
our Lord’s temptation, as also the road to Anathoth, 
the birth-place and residence of the Prophet 
Jeremiah . 1 

On the south, was the road to Bethlehem, on 
the north, that to Bethel, and on the west, that to 
Jaffa. 

Not far from the town are the Hill of Evil 
Council, and the Mount of Offence. On the former, 
tradition tells us, stood the country-house of Caia- 
phas, in which Judas concluded his bargain to 
betray the Saviour. The Mount of Offence is so 
called, as it is the supposed site of the abominations 
of Solomon’s idolatry . 2 

The Tomb of David, and the town-house oi 
Caphius, the high-priest, near the Zion gate, are 
to the south. Immediately below us, glittering in 
the sun, were the principal buildings of the 
city. 

We looked t on the English church, and on the 
Syrian and Armenian convents. Further off we 

1 Joshua xz. 18. 

* “ Then did Solomon build a high place for Chemosh, the 
abomination of Moab. in the hill that is before Jerusalem, and 
for Molech, the abomination of the children of Ammon.* — 

1 Sings xL 7. 
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saw the church of the Holy Sepulchre, Coptic and 
Greek convents, and the mosque on Mount Moriah. 

This panoramic view embraces more interesting 
localities and objects, than, perhaps, any other in 
the world, although there certainly is not any 
beautiful scenery. All around gives one the im- 
pression of desolation and decay, and in the con- 
templation of the landscape, there was enough to 
remind one, “that the cities of Judah should be 
desolate, and that gladness and joy should be 
taken out of the plentiful fields.” 

Our departure for the Dead Sea and Jericho 

being determined on, we left Jerusalem on the 

seventh of March, 1854. When we arrived at the 

Jaffa gate, we found a crowd who had come out to 

see the strangers leave. The sheikh and his guard 

who were to protect us on our journey greeted us 

most cordially; women, children, beggars of all 

kinds, the blind, the halt and the maimed were 

calling out for “Backshish,” camels laden and 

unladen were standing and lying on the ground ; 

# 

mules and horses covered with baggage were ready 
to start: the muleteers wrangling among them- 
selves seemed to forget everything but their own 
quarrels, and were only brought to order by the 
head muleteer rushing among them and dispersing 
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# thorn to the right and left. We had a litter which 
was in fact much like a palanquin in form, a mule 
being harnessed between poles both before and 
behind, and a man always walking beside the 
leading one. 

When all was ready I entered the litter and we 
began our march. I had not gone far before I 
discovered I could see nothing in my place of con- 
finement, I therefore got upon my horse which was 
ready, and with which I soon became acquainted. 
Turning to the left on leaving the Jaffa gate we 
went to the valley of Hinnom. Just after we left 
Bethany we passed the valley where the sheikh and 
his companions lived ; here they were met by men 
bringing their guns. Our Arabs were fine-looking 
men, some, with handsome features — their dress 
picturesque. Besides guns they had swords and 
axes — they were in high spirits, and as we pro- 
ceeded on our way they climbed up and ran down 
the heights like goats ; they gathered flowers for 
me, and gave jus some of their bread to eat. The 
latter act was a token of their complete friendship 
for us — and that we were under their protection. 

We intended to reach the convent of Saint Saba 
by sunset, therefore we made the best of our way, 
the road, or rather track, being so bad, that we went 
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at a foot’s naoe all the time. We passed over rocky 
heights — descended into stony wadys (valleys) — 
now and then catching a glimpse of the Dead Sea. 

The wildness and loneliness of the scene were very 
striking, a tree was rarely to be seen, only some- 
times a low bush; no village, scarcely a human 
being. We rode by one Arab encampment, the 
tents as “black as Kedar.” Wild barking dogs 
ran out — women and children as wild-looking as the 
dogs peeped at us, half frightened, and seemed glad 
when we had ridden by — now and then, at a dis- 
tance, we saw a camel plodding along with its lazy, 
unconcerned step, on its back an Arab rocking to 
and fro with the ends of his yellow and red 
kerchief floating in the breeze, and the tip of his 
spear glistening in the setting sun. 

The scenery as we came near to the Greek con- 
vent of Saint Saba, became wilder, grander. The 
roads wind round a hill ; a low stone wall runs 
along the precipitous edge of a deep ravine, in 
which the brook Kedron flows later in the year. 
The bottom of the ravine was dry, and the heaps of 
stones and rocks in it looked like those in a nullah 
(bed of a river) in India, just before the rains. On 
the other side of this very deep ravine, rose ter- 
races of rocks, on which scarcely a symptom of 
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herbage was distinguishable, there being but a few 
wild flowers ; the place was even too gloomy for them. 
In the walls of rock on the other side of the ravine, 
were numerous grottoes, once the abode of ascetics > 
I scarcely think they could have found a more retired 
spot for meditation. Here there was certainly but 
little to distract them. 

We soon came in sight of the convent. It is 
built on a rock, and some part of the building ex- 
tends down the sides of the stony hill ; below, is 
the dried-up bed of the brook Kedron. A short 
distance from the convent are two towers ; in one, 
European ladies receive accommodation when they 
travel without tents — gentlemen being taking into 
the convent. 

I hear that, when ladies are to pass the night in 

the tower, they have to climb a ladder, as there 
* 

are no steps, to a door, which is placed at an un- 
usual height from the ground ; and, in fact, it 
looks more like a window than a door. Having 
tents, I and my maid were not doomed to scramble 
up the ladder and be shut up in that prison-like 
looking tower. 

Behind Saint Saba were hills and barren rocks. 

The tents were pitched in a ravine, not far from 
the two towers, and from whence we had a view of 
the mountains of Moab. 
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As soon as I dismounted, I went to sketch 
at a short distance from the convent. It was 
a remarkable view, and the colouring entirely 
‘neutral tint.’ The sky iron-grey, and a line 
of cold, lifeless light, neither white nor grey, 
separating the sky from ranges of gloomy, desolate 
hills, and dark, barren rocks ; the white buildings 
of the convent standing well out against the sur- 
rounding bleak and wild landscape. There was no 
tree ; the foreground was all rock, with a few 
scanty, ill-grown bushes, and weeds growing here 
and there. This was the picture I had before me ; 
it was certainly peculiar, and unlike any view I 
had ever seen before. Two of the Arabs went 
with me to the place from whence I wished to 
take this sketch. When I had finished, a gentle- 
man of our party determined to walk a short dis- 
tance alone. I begged him to take one of the 
guard with him ; but thinking no evil could befal 
him if he went only a little way from the tents, he 
declined doing so. In half an hour he returned, 
saying 'that, having gone further than he intended, 
he had been overtaken by two Arabs, whose man* 
ner was evidently not friendly. Fortunately some 
European travellers came up, and the men, seeing 
he would be protected, ran off, and were soon cWt 

of 
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of sight. This road, which leads to Jericho, has 
always been regarded as unsafe at times. It will 
be remembered that the incidents related in the 
parable of the Good Samaritan took place between 
Jerusalem and Jericho. 

St. Saba, to whom the church is dedicated, 
was bom, it is supposed, in the year 439 : his 
sepulchre is shown inside.the church, I understand ; 
though it is believed the body was removed to 
Venice. 

Just before I had retired to my tent for the 
night, I saw our Arabs preparing for their evening 
devotions. They stood in a half circle ; one man 
standing in front acted as leader of the ceremonies. 
For a little time they merely repeated some words 
or sentences, occasionally clapping their hands. 
Then they all advanced a few steps, commenced 
swinging their bodies backwards and forwards, like 
the dervishes, repeated continually ‘ Mahomeda, 
Mahomeda,' the clapping of their hands becoming 
more frequent. 

The next morning we were all up betimes. The 
night was not very quiet. The Arabs would talk, 
the horses would neigh, and one might as well 
have hoped to have prevented the latter from 
neighing, as the former from talking. 
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The scenery from the convent of St. Saba to 
the Dead Sea had much the same character as that 
we had passed through the day before. 

After toiling over steep hills, and down rocky 
rugged paths for about three hours, we approached 
the ‘ sea of the plain.’ 1 About a mile from it, there 
was a remarkable change in the soil, the wild 
flowers had disappeared, bushes looked sad and 
sorry, stunted trees, and long grass, dried brambles 
and briars became common. 

We dismounted on the beach, and rested for half 
an hour. The scenery, 1 have heard described as 
‘lovely.’ There is no loveliness I think — it is, 
solemn — grand — stern. 

The day was favourable, for it was very sombre, 
dull and cloudy. I should think a sunny day 
would not suit the place. 

In the extreme distance there was a deep shadow, 
which struck across the water ; to the left were the 
rocky hills of Moab, that seem to touch the water’s 
edge; to the right the hills we had just passed 
over. The sea, of course, much of the same colour as 
the sky ; there was not a breath of wind, occasion- 
ally, a ripple, and then a small wave broke up against 
the shore bn which we sat. The beach was stony > 
1 Deuteronomy iv. 49. 

o 2 
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on it were many shells, and a few small flowering 
weeds peeping through the poor soil, trunks of trees 
strewn about, brought down by the river Jordan, 
which runs into the Dead Sea. Of course we 
tasted the water, it was very disagreeable, and our 
hands, after being dipped in it, remained for a long 
time encrusted with salt. This East Sea, as it is 
called in Ezekiel xlvii. 18, is not once alluded to in 
the Gospels. 

Sodom and Gomorrah are believed to have been 
on the east and Zoar (to which city Lot fled )on 
the west of it. We were, however, very far from 
that part where it is said these cities were situated. 
After the destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah, 
the Dead Sea is again mentioned in Zachariah 
xiv. 8, as “ the former sea.” Its length is about 
thirty-nine miles, and its utmost breadth from nine 
to ten miles. 

After a short halt, we recommenced our journey 
to Jericho, the way leading over a brown, poor, un- 
cultivated plain, and the few low bushes we met 
with, looked blighted and shrivelled. Such is now 
part of the plain so pleasant in the eyes of Lot, 
which he chose for his residence when he parted 
from Abraham. 

The River Jordan was to our right. We soon 
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neared its banks. Reeds and low busbes grew 
close to the water, which was very muddy. The 
stream was extremely strong, gushing over rocks 
and stones. 

At that part of the river where it is said our 
Lord was baptized, we got off our horses. Pilgrims 
immerse themselves here in the holy stream ; this 
is not always done with decorum, as they fre- 
quently amuse themselves by throwing the water 
over each other. 

The banks are thickly wooded ; willows, seem- 
ingly, very abundant. The sudden change from a 
plain evidently wasted and blasted, to wooded 
banks and graceful trees, with their boughs bending 
over the stream, was not only striking, but very 
pleasing. We remained a little time, in order that 
I might take a sketch of the scene before us ; it 
was pretty ; and, though somewhat wild, it was 
not unlike a home-bit, such as one often meets 
with in England. 

Independent of the various reflections which 
arise when one recalls to mind, on the spot, the 
•hort and simple narrative of the baptism of Jesus, 
in the 3rd chapter of St. Matthew’s Gospel, one of 
the niost remarkable incidents mentioned in Holy 
Writ is here brought before us in the separate 
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manifestation of the three persons of the Holy 
Trinity. We read, that the voice of God was 
heard, the descent of the Holy Ghost was witnessed 
in the form of a dove, and the Son of God seen 
going straightway out of the water. 

Before leaving, we drank some of the water ; it 
had no peculiar taste ; we took none away with us 
in bottles, as is usually done. It would have been 
hopeless to have attempted to bring it in safety to 
England, for we had a long journey before us, in- 
tending to go as far as Damascus and Beyrout. 

We approached the site of Jericho, towards sun- 
set, through a few cultivated fields; still, what 
Keble says is true — 

<l Where is the land with milk and honey flowing, 

The promise of our God, our fancy’s theme ? 

Here over shattered walls dark weeds are growing, 

And blood and fire have run in mingled stream. 

Like oaks and cedars all around, 

Hie giant corses strew the ground, 

And haughty Jericho’s cloud piercing wall, 

Lies where it sank at Joshua’s trumpet call.” 

It is impossible now to ascertain exactly where 
Jericho stood. * 

Riha, where we found our tents pitched, is sup- 
posed to be on the site of * the city of Palms/ The 
village consists of wretched, dirty hovels; the 
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people are as dirty as their habitations, wild-looking, 
and very inquisitive ; they collected in great 
numbers close to our encampment. 

The next morning, I went out very early to 
draw. The Arab guard kept off the little children 
of the village, who were most anxious to approach 
and examine my camp-stool and drawing-block; 
and I doubt not they have considered me a witch 
ever since. 

As T sat on an eminence, looking at the land- 
scape, the question arose — can this be the country 
we read of? “And Lot lifted up his eyes, and 
beheld all the plain of Jordan, and it was well 
watered everywhere before the Lord destroyed 
Sodom and Gomorrah, even as the garden of Egypt, 
as thou comest unto Zoar.” 

Close to our tents was a square tower in ruins. 
It is undoubtedly of some antiquity, and is asserted 
to have been the house of Zaccheus ; this, however, 
the traveller may believe, or not, as he pleases. I 
should have liked to have gone to the Fountain of 
Elisha, which is said to be connected with the 
♦miracle performed there by that prophet; .but our 
stay in Syria was to be but short, and we were 
obliged to hurry back to Jerusalem: besides, a 
woman cannot go everywhere and anywhere, and I 
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THE BOSE OF JERICHO. 


had not strength to go much out of the beaten 
path. 

I regret I did not find any roses of Jericho 
( Anastatica Hierochuntia), which, although they 
flower later in the year, are found' on the soil, dried 
and shrivelled up, in the spring months. 

Monsieur de Saulcy more than doubts that the 
Anastatica Hierochuntia 1 is the rose of Jericho; 
and at page 512 — 513, vol. i., of his ‘Journey 
round the Dead Sea and in Bible Lands/ gives an 
account of a plant now called (after himself) 
Saulcya Hierichuntica, which I here extract for the 
benefit of my readers. 

“ On this plain, which scarcely exhibits a blade 
of grass, 1 perceive from my saddle a kind of flower, 
having some resemblance to a large, '"dried, Easter 
daisy, Pdquerette ; it is quite open, well displayed 
upon the soil, and looks as if it was alive. On 
alighting to examine it more closely, I distinguish 
a plant of the radiated family, but without leaves 
or petals ; in a word, the plant is quite dead ; how 
long it has remained in this state it is impossible to 
guess. It retains a kind of fantastic existence. I 
gather a few samples, which I place in my holsters, 

1 In ‘London’s Encyclopaedia of Plants,’ this flower is 
called Anastatica Hierochuntia ; but in quoting from Monsieur 
de Saulcy, I have adopted his mode of spelling it. 
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these having for a long time ceased to be a recep- 
tacle for fire-arms, and being daily crammed with 
stones and plants. 

“Another word respecting this extraordinary 
plant. In the evening when I happened to empty 
my holsters, I was quite surprised to find the dead 
flowers closed up, and as dry and hard as if they 
were made of wood. I then recognized a small 
flower with a long tap root, which I had never seen 
alive, but had already picked up at the place where 
we halted to breakfast on our descent to Ayn-Djedy. 
What prevented me from ascertaining this identity 
at first sight was, that one sample was gathered in 
a state of moisture, whilst the other was picked up 
perfectly dry. It was then quite clear that this 
ligneous and exceedingly tough vegetable possessed 
peculiar properties, which developed themselves 
hygrometrieally, with the corresponding changes of 
the soil and atmosphere. I immediately tried the 
experiment, and discovered that the Kaff-Maryam, 
the rose of Jericho, of the pilgrims, (Anastatica 
Hierichuntica ) so celebrated for the same faculty, 
was not to be compared to my recent discovery. 
A Kaff-Maryam, placed in water, takes an hour and 
half before it is entirely open ; whilst in the case of 
my little flower, I watched it visibly expanding, 
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and, without exaggeration, the change was com* 
plete in less than three minutes. 

“ I then recollected the heraldic bearing called the 
rose of Jericho, which is emblazoned on some 
escutcheons, dating from the time of the crusades ; 
and 1 became convinced that 1 had discovered the 
real rose of Jericho, long lost sight of after the fall 
of the Latin kingdom of Jerusalem, and replaced by 
the anastatica, or Kaff-Maryam, which a Mussul- 
man tradition, accepted by Christians, pointed out 
to the piety of the early pilgrims, who inquired 
from the inhabitants of the country what was the 
plant of the plain of Jericho that never died, and 
came to life again as soon as it was dipped in 
water. 

“ Under any circumstances, this singular hygrome- 
tric vegetable constitutes an entirely new genus for 
botanists, judging by what we know of it, that is to 
say, by its skeleton. My friend, the Abb4 Michon, 
has undertaken to describe this curious plant, and 
has paid me the compliment of naming it, Saulcya 
Hierickuntica. Unquestionably the honour is all on 
ray side.” 

We read of two blind men having been restored 
to sight by the Saviour, as He left Jericho. We 
frequently met blind people, during our sojourn in 
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the Holy Land. This calamity seems certainly still 
to prevail in the east, and to be more common 
there than in Europe . 1 It was impossible not to 
think of blind Bartimeus, the son of Timens, who 
sat by the wayside, begging ; when we met with 
one, thus afflicted, calling out for alms, alas! a 
‘backshish ’ 2 was the only consolation a traveller 
had to give him. 

We returned from Jericho to Jerusalem by a 
different road to that we had taken in going, and 
the ride occupied about seven hours. The scenery 

1 For the common occurrence of blindness in the east, 
Trench remarks^ “ There are many causes, the dust and 
flying sand, pulverized and reduced to minutest particles, 
enters the eyes, causing inflammations which, being neg- 
lected, end frequently in total loss of sight. The sleeping in 
the open air, on the roofs of the houses, and the consequent 
exposure of the eyes to the noxious nightly dews, is another 
source of this malady. A modern traveller calculates that 
there are four thousand blind in Cairo alone, and another, 
that you may reckon twenty in every hundred persons. It 
is true that in Syria the proportion of those afflicted with 
blindness is not at all so great, yet there also the calamity is 
of far more frequent occurrence than in western lands ; so 
that we find humane regulations concerning the blind, as 
concerning a class in the old law.” (Lev. xix., 14 ; Deut. 
xxvii., 18.) 

* This word is spelt differently by travellers. The right 
way of spelling it is 6 Bak-sheesh,’ or 4 Bak-shish.* I believe 
4 Backshish,’ as I have written it throughout my journal, to be 
quite incorrect, though common. 
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was of the same character as that we had travelled 
through during the last two days. 

We rode round the base of the Mount of Olives, 
through the Valley of Jehoshaphat, and re-entered 
the city by St. Stephen’s Gate. We had enjoyed 
the excursion very much, and I could not agree 
with the person who said he saw nothing at the 
Dead Sea worth visiting. 

The tombs of the kings are to the north of 
Jerusalem. The portico over the entrance to these 
tombs is much ornamented with carvings in fruit 
and flowers. To the left, you enter very small 
chambers through a low, narrow passage ; in each 
chamber of which there are several empty tombs, 
and, against the wall, very small niches for lamps. 

There are various opinions as to what these 
excavations were intended for. One attributes 
them to Helena, Queen of Monobazus, King of 
Adiabene; others say that they cannot be the 
tombs of the kings of Judah, as, with the exception 
of a very few, all the kings were buried in the 
‘city of David.’ These tombs are, however, known 
by their old name, and probably will ever retain it j 
although almost every year some fresh traveller 
starts a new opinion, which he endeavours to 
persuade the world is the right one. 
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The cave of Jeremiah is also to the north of the 
city. It is a very large grotto. One tradition is, 
that Jeremiah was confined here, and another that 
he here wrote the Book of Lamentations. Neither 
tradition is worthy of belief. 

While at Jerusalem I had an opportunity of 
visiting a Jewish family in good circumstances, or 
what is called ‘ very comfortably off.’ On arriving 
at their house, I was shown into a neat room, 
furnished with a divan. 

The family consisted of a mother (a widow), 
three sons, and three daughters-in-law, and one 
little grandson — only one. I heard this was a sor- 
row to the family, for children, especially sons, are 
considered, as they were in the days of David, a 
blessing from the Lord. All were Spanish Jews, 
except the wife of one of the sons, and she was an 
Italian Jewess. 

They were pleased with my visit, and the con- 
versation went on very pleasantly, the lady who 
accompanied me speaking Spanish fluently, and 
being a very agreeable interpreter. The mother 
had been to Carlsbad for her health, had passed 
through Vienna, seen an opera, travelled on rail- 
roads, longed fora railroad at Jerusalem, and ended 
the account of her journey and all she had seen by 
saying every thing had “ delighted her soul.’' 
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Her dress was very pretty. Over a dark silk 
petticoat covered by a thin transparent muslin she 
wore a rich lilac embroidered robe, open in front. 
It had large hanging sleeves ornamented with 
handsome coloured braids, and over this robe was a 
dark lilac silk jacket trimmed with fur, while a 
diamond ornament fastened to a kerchief of divers 
colours, was tastefully arranged as a head-dress. 
Hound her neck and wrists she wore many gold 
chains with diamond clasps. The three young 
wives were similarly attired, but their dresses were 
richer in material and the ornaments handsomer 
than those of the mother ; their silk robes were 
embroidered with gold and silver thread, handsome 
broad girdles were fastened round their waists by 
golden clasps, and over all were fine cloth jackets 
with hanging sleeves beautifully embroidered in 
gold. The head-dress was the Jewish cap or hat ; 
nothing can be more ungraceful or unbecoming ; it 
is of silk ; stiff, and formal, made on a frame, and 
bending over the forehead; chains of gold and 
pearls were hung in festoons at the edge of these 
very ugly head-dresses — from the back of the head 
fell gauze veils, covered with small flowers in gold 
work, and numerous handsome jewels adorned the 
necks and wrists of these ladies. They were graceful 
and plearing, but bashful and retiring, very nearly 
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pretty, with fair complexions and light chestnut 
coloured hair, but their bad teeth very much dimin- 
ished their good looks when they smiled. 

The only child in the family now made his ap- 
pearance ; he was a pet, as may be well imagined, 
and a finer, rosier-cheeked little fellow could seldom 
be seen. From his red cloth cap were suspended 
many gold coins ; and from the back of his neck, 
hung a tablet, with Hebrew characters on it, which 
no doubt was a charm — the Jews wearing charms 
quite as much as the heathens do in this day. The 
child did not remain long ; a most fearful scream 
which he set up when taken notice of by strangers, 
obliged his mother to carry him off. This did not 
disconcert his relatives ; they smiled, and seemed 
to think the tones with which the young heir had 
welcomed us were harmonious and pleasing. 

The gentlemen had the usual long-flowing eastern 
robe and tarboosh ; they were good-looking young 
men, very fair, and had, like many of the Jews here, 
auburn hair. While at Jerusalem, I very rarely 
saw a Jew with the dark complexion or large 
prominent features, and black hair, which we are 
accustomed to see in Europe. 

The case in which they kept their copy of the 
law, was shown to us. It was of silver ; the ex- 
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tenor elaborately worked, and of a circular form, 
standing about a foot and a half high. 

Inside this case is the law rolled round silver 
sticks, which, at the end, have small bells also of 
silver. The reader holds a gilt rod or wand, orna- 
mented with hanging chains, at the end of which 
rod is a hand made of coral, and he uses this instru- 
ment to point with, while he reads out the law. 

Coffee, sherbet, and sweetmeats having been 
offered to us, the family asked us to go and see 
their private synagogue. It was very small : at the 
entrance, were shelves, such as one sees in a book- 
shop, on which were ranged a great many copies of 
the Old Testament, and commentaries, written by 
various rabbins. 

We then took leave of the ladies, as the gentle- 
men were desirous that we should see one of their 
public synagogues in the city, to which we accord- 
ingly went. Over the entrance-door was an in- 
scription in Hebrew ; the exterior was similar to 
the exterior of those I had seen at Alexandria ; the 
veils or curtains before the shrine, or heykel,in which 
the law is kept, were of very handsome silk ; but 
everything else looked shabby, and by no means clean. 

We went one night on to the roof of the hotel ; 
we were soon wrapped in thought, and, fortunately, 
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in cloaks also — for the air was fresh and crisp. 
We looked over many flat-roofed houses, the forms 
of which could scarcely be made out at first ; while 
our eyes wandered in the direction of various 
spots in the distance, now so familiar to us. The 
‘ sepulchral Yalley of Jehoshaphat ’ was not visible, 
nor could we see the brook where, as Keble says — 

6 Choose thee out a cell 
In Kedron’s storied del 1, 

Beside the springs of love that never die ; 

Among the olives kneel, 

The chill night-blast to feel, 

And watch the moon that saw thy Master’s agony.’ 1 

But we gazed on the Mount of Olives, which 
stood clear against the sky, with the moon's light 
falling upon the most prominent parts of the build- 
ings on the holy hill. A solitary palm, not far 
from us, stood up, a black spectre, with its huge 
leaves hanging listlessly by its side ; for there was 
not wind enough to move them up and down, and 
to cause that indescribable crackly sound, the result 
of the wind waving the heavy boughs to and fro. 

It was a half hour in one’s life never to be for- 
gotten. Perhaps the shadows which looked so 
mysterious, added to the almost dead stillness 
around, made everything more strikingly impressive 
‘ ‘ Christian Year,’ Third Sunday in Advent. 

VOL. II.. P 
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THE PAST AND THE PRESENT, 


at night, than it would have been in the day. It 
was the place and hour to read the Lamentations 
of Jeremiah; but however inclined our minds 
might have been to appreciate the scene, our 
physique was not so fortunate ; for we began to 
feel the increasing cold, and scrambled down a 
kind of ladder which led into the hotel, where we 
found anything but ‘ lamentation and woe.’ The 
table-cThdie seemed to be a tower of Babel. The 
gentlemen were in warm and animated conversa- 
tion, many occupied in planning fresh excursions 
for the next day. 
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CHAPTER X. 

JERUSALEM — BETHLEHEM — BETHANY — SCENE IN THE CHURCH 
OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE ON THE EVENING OF GOOD 
FRIDAY. 

The climate in Syria in April and May is most 
agreeable ; it is very warm, still not so much so as 
to prevent excursions in the middle of the day ; we 
therefore rode one afternoon to Bethlehem, the city 
of the nativity. As we left Jerusalem, the valley of 
Rephaim 1 was on the right of the road to Bethlehem. 

The well of the Magi, which has been fixed upon as 
the place where the three wise men of the East first 
saw the star, is between Jerusalem and Bethlehem. 
We* passed also the Greek convent of Elijah, it 
is picturesque, and near a grove of olive trees. A 
field to the left was pointed out as the one where 
1 2 Samuel v. 18, 22. 

P 2 
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tiie angel appeared to the shepherds, bringing them 
“ good tidings of great joy, which should be to all 
people, ’’.and where “a multitude of the heavenly 
host were heard praising God, and saying, Glory to 
God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will 
towards men .” 1 Nor could we look on the fields 
without remembering the story of Ruth, the scene 
of which was at Bethlehem. 

Bethlehem was called Bethlehem Judah, to dis- 
tinguish it from Bethlehem in Zebulon ; it is beauti- 
fully situated, standing on a height, and there is an 
appearance of comfort and civilization as one 
approaches the olive groves, fig trees, and gardens 
planted close to the town, such as one does not see 
either outside or inside the walls of Jerusalem. 

On reaching Bethlehem, a little Syrian child 
greeted me with “ How do you do ? ” 

I scarcely had expected that the first word I should 
hear in the city of the nativity would be English. 

At the end of the town are Greek, Latin and 
Armenian churches. 

We went first to the church of St. Mary of 
Bethlehem, or the Church of the Nativity, orginally 
built by Helena, the mother of Constantine. 

As we entered, boys pursued us, offering rosaries 
3 St. Luke ii. 13, 14. 
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and carvings in mother of pearl for sale ; and old 
Thomas (the guide) could scarcely keep these 
troublesome people from annoying us every minute. 

Under the chancel is the Cave of the Nativity. 
We descended to it by a flight of steps. In a recess 
a few feet above the ground, there is a stone slab, 
on it the representation of a star. This marks the 
spot where it is said the Saviour was born. From 
the ceiling of the recess hung several lighted lamps. 
A similar place is shewn where the manger was. 

Near the cave is the Chapel of the Innocent’s, 
where, strange to say, the good people of Bethlehem 
believe they are buried under the altar ! and in this 
chapel is also shewn the tomb of St. Jerome. 

A service was going on in the Armenian church ; 
at the altar, young boys were chanting, and many 
women sitting on the ground staring about them. 
Not far from the village is the Grotto of the Virgin, 
where she and the holy child were concealed before 
they fled into Egypt. 

As we returned to Jerusalem, we met a great 
number of persons on the road — all addressed us 
with a kind word or two — the Greeks with a gentle 
‘ bona sera ’ — a Bedouin, on a camel, with a solemn, 
gruff ‘ mashallah !’ 

The path we were traversing being the nearest 
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from Bethlehem to Jerusalem is, we may reason- 
ably think, that over which our Saviour was car- 
ried “when they brought Him to Jerusalem to 
present Him to the Lord.” This afternoon’s ride 
was, therefore, one of intense interest. Old Thomas 
jogged on before on his pony, every now and then 
saying, “ Lady, take me to England.’ It vas in 
vain I told him he would not be happy there, and 
that he had better stay in his own country. He 
was a very crusty old man ; but his conversation 
always amused me, especially his quaint and blunt 
remarks. One evening, while I was sketching, 
some Arab woman, completely concealed in drapery, 
came up to me ; Thomas said, “ Great shame Arab 
woman shut up her face.” On one occasion, I told 
him to go and see if the Church of the Holy Sepul- 
chre were open, as I wished to go there. “Well, 
I go,” said Thomas ; “ and, if it shut, you say, 
Thomas, all your fault.” I felt half inclined to 
say, “ Thomas, you are a very cross old man.” 

Next to Bethlehem, the village of Bethany is 
most eagerly visited by Christians of all denomina- 
tions, when they come to the Holy Land. 

Going there we skirted the foot of the Mount of 
Olives. 

Occasionally, we caught glimpses of the Dead 
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Sea. Olives, almond, and fig-trees grew on the sides 
of hills, and in the ravines ; and, though by no 
means in great numbers, were still numerous 
enough to break the monotony of the rocky ground 
and stony valleys. 

Bethany is beautifully situated, and is one of the 
prettiest spots in the neighbourhood of Jerusalem 
— so retired and peaceful. Of course the site of 
Mary’s house, and the abode of Simon the leper, 
are shown. 

We descended several steps into the tomb of 
Lazarus, holding lighted tapers. Whatever differ- 
ence of opinion there may be to its being the real 
tomb or not, all agree as to the village being 
Bethany. And who could say whether we did not 
gaze on the very spot where Jesus’s greatest miracle 
was performed , 1 and stand near 

‘ The blessed home, where Jesus deign’d to stay, 

The peaceful home to zeal sincere 
And contemplation dear, 

Where Martha lov’d to wait, with reverence meet, 

And wiser Mary lingered at His sacred feet.’ * 

On our return from Bethany we saw what is 
thought to be the site of Bethpage. 

1 There is a tradition that the first question Lazarus asked 
our Lord after his resurrection, was, if he should have to die 
again, and on hearing that he must of necessity do so, that 
he never smiled again. 

* Keble’s ‘ Christian Year,* Advent Sunday. 
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During our stay at Jerusalem, I went one morn- 
ing, at six o’clock, to attend the early service, which 
was performed in Hebrew, for the converted Jews. 
The congregation was very small. The interior of 
the church is simple, and in good taste. The clerk, 
a baptized Jew, told me that his family and him- 
self had been converted to Christianity a few years 
ago. 

On the Sunday preceding Holy week, the bap- 
tism of a Jew took place in the church. I was 
present : it was a very interesting sight. The god- 
fathers and godmother of the man were English 
residents at Jerusalem. 

I did not forget to see the spurs, -sword, 
and heavy chain and cross, which belonged to 
Godfrey de Bouillon, the first Latin king of Jeru- 
salem, who, it is said, refused to wear a diadem in 
the city where his Saviour had worn a crown of 
thorns. 

Just before we quitted Jerusalem, a gentleman 
had left it for Damascus, and had proceeded some 
miles on his journey, when he recollected he had 
not seen the above-mentioned spurs and sword. 
He instantly turned his horse’s head, rode back to 
Jerusalem, hastened into the vestry of the Latin 
chapel in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, where 
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the relics are kept, and after examining them care- 
fully, resumed his journey. I hope he did not 
meet some matter-of-fact individual, who told him 
he was quite mistaken, and that he had not seen 
the veritable spurs and sword of Godfrey de 
Bouillon. 

Preparations were going on at the beginning of 
Passion week in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre 
for the various ceremonies which take place at that 
season. I went to the church early one morning, 
and found that in the space between the entrance 
to the Holy Sepulchre and the gates of the large 
Greek church, arrangements were being made by 
priests of the Roman Catholic faith for a mass. 

An altar stood close to the door leading into the 
sepulchre. This altar was faced with silver, and 
had flowers and large candlesticks on it. I was 
astonished at seeing them lighted by priests of diffe- 
rent churches. On enquiry, I found some of these 
large tapers belonged to the Latin, others were 
the property of the Greek and Armenian churches. 

Benches and chairs were put for the congrega* 
gation. I saw the pilgrims I had met on board 
the boat from Alexandria to Jaffa arrive, many 
French Sisters of Charity, in their simple dress, 
and at last the French Consul came in a very gay 
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uniform. He was preceded by several Janissa- 
ries, who marched with large sticks mounted in 
silver, which they struck forcibly on the pavement 
as. they came along, making the pilgrims, Sisters of 
Charity, and me almost start from our seats. 
There was an excellent seraphine, played in a 
masterly manner by a monk. Four or five more 
sang beautifully, generally in quartetts, their voices 
were so rich and powerful they filled every corner 
of the large church ; but I must own all was more 
theatrical than devotional. The music, though 
beautiful, did not suit the sacredness of the 
words. 

After this mass was over, 1 went into the Holy 
Sepulchre. A priest was lighting the numerous 
lamps which hung over the sepulchre, as also 
several candles on the altar; the candlesticks 
were gilt figures of angels holding the tapers. 
There was a small silver gilt cabinet, with doors 
very richly worked, on it three gilt figures, repre- 
senting our Saviour, and two saints. I stayed some 
little time. While 1 was there, a priest came in 
with a large packet of rosaries and crosses. They 
were placed on the altar, he recited a short prayer, 
then blessed the things he had brought, which 
probably were distributed afterwards to the Boman 
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Catholic visitors, who had come to Jerusalem for 
Easter. 

Although I had heard that we should be any- 
thing but gratified at seeing the ceremonies that 
take place on the evening of G-ood Friday in the 
Church of the Holy Sepulchre, we felt reluctant to 
be absent on the occasion. Everybody was talking 
of going, and, as everybody went, we also pro- 
ceeded thither about seven o’clock in the evening. 
I had not been long there, when I most devoutly 
wished I had not gone. 

In different parts of the church, priests were 
preaching in various languages to surrounding 
pilgrims. There were processions preceded and 
followed by crowds of people. Little boys 
dressed in white surplices, carrying lighted tapers, 
and singing painfully out of tune. Then there was 
a sudden rush up the staircase to the Chapel of the 
Crucifixion , 1 where a scene took place which can 
never be effaced from my memory. An image, the 
size of life, intended to represent our Saviour on 

1 It is well known that the chapels of the crucifixion and 
exaltation of the cross are supposed to be on Mount Calvary, 
and the rotunda where the Holy Sepulchre stands to be on 
the site of the garden of Joseph of Arimatbea. The site of 
Mount Calvary is, however, a point in dispute among the 
learned of the present day. 
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the cross, was laid on the ground, and a German 
pilgrim preached in very energetic language on the 
sufferings and death of our Lord. 

In several other parts of the church, the same 
subject was dilated on in different languages. The 
image was taken down, afterwards, to the stone of 
unction, and anointed. What must the Mahome- 
dans have thought of all the ceremonies enacted on 
that evening? Was there not enough to make 
them believe that all Eastern Christian churches 
at Jerusalem had, at least on one occasion, set up 
idols in the house of God ? 

The pressure of the crowd was very great ; the 
constant chattering and remarks of all around 
would have checked those inclined to pious and 
serious thoughts ; but there was no devotional 
feeling apparent anywhere, except on the part of 
the preachers ; all present were staring, whisper- 
ing, wondering. Short people on tip-toes, trying 
to look over tall people’s shoulders — young 
children, half stifled in the confusion and heat, 
endeavouring to find a passage through a mass of 
human beings — while the Turkish soldiers tried in 
vain to keep the Christians in order. 

We had seen enough, and by dint of much el- 
bowing, and treading on our neighbours’ feet, we 
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extricated ourselves from the crowd, and regained 
the hotel. I heard afterwards that the image 
was finally placed in the sepulchre. 

On the following morning we were to leave 
Jerusalem for Damascus, but before our departure, 
I returned to the Holy Sepulchre, wishing that 
the last impression of it should be agreeable to me. 
All was quiet. An early Latin mass was going on, 
attended by but very few persons. An altar placed 
near the entrance of the sepulchre prevented my 
entering it, which I regretted very much. 

I stayed some little time looking at everything 
in the church, feeling I should never return there, 
and reluctant to quit a place of which I thought I 
could never see enough. 
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WE LEAVE JERUSALEM ARRIVAL AX BETHEL —GLOOMY 

PROSPECTS — BETHEL JACOB’S VISION WORSHIP OP 

GOLDEN CALVES — LEAVE BETHEL — SCENERY BETWEEN 
BETHEL AND NABULUS — ARRIVE AT NABULUS — BEAUTIFUL 

SITUATION — MOUNTS EBAL AND GERIZIM — JACOB’S WELL 

SAMARIA — REACH D JENIN — DISAGREEABLE ADVENTURE 

JEBEL-ED-DAHI — LEAVE DJENIN — HILLS OP GILBOA— 
PLAIN OP ESDRAELON — HILLS OP GALILEE — ARRIVAL AT 
NAZARETH. 

It was necessary that we should arrive at Beyrout 
by a certain day, in order to meet the steamer which 
goes from thence to Alexandria ; it was, therefore, 
impossible to remain for Easter Sunday at Jeru- 
salem. This I regretted very much for some 
reasons, though by no means anxious again to 
witness scenes similar to those which had taken 
place on the evening of Good Friday. 

Our journey being arranged, we started for 
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Damascus in high spirits, though the weather did 
not smile on us, and many a well-meaning person 
said, I fear it will rain others shook their heads 
when the journey was mentioned, while some said 
we should not go far before we returned to 
Jerusalem. 

We left the city by the Damascus Gate. I never 
regretted leaving any place so much as I regretted 
leaving Jerusalem ; and, as we lingered to take a 
farewell view of it, I thought how much I had left 
there unexplored. Owing to indisposition, and 
the rainy weather, I had lost some days of ‘ sight- 
seeing.’ It is not difficult to re-visit spots in 
Europe which have pleased one ; but the Holy 
Land is not often visited twice in one’s life. I 
therefore left ‘ the city of David ’ with the sad re- 
flection, I should never see it again. It was about 
half a mile from Jerusalem that we had the last 
glimpse of the Mount of Olives. The day was 
dull and cloudy, which, probably, made the sur- 
rounding scenery appear more than usually forlorn 
and wasted. We had scarcely been an hour on the 
road when the sky became threatening, and 
we could see showers falling on the distant 
hills. 

A bad cold, which I had caught a few days be- 
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fore, suddenly increased in a most provoking 
manner, and my voice was nearly gone. I thought 
of our weather-wise friends, and of what they 
would say. “ Wasn’t I right ? — did I not tell them 
they shouldn’t go ?” Every step we took things 
became worse, and at last we could deceive our- 
selves no longer. Eain fell in good earnest. I 
rode quickly after the litter, in order to take shelter 
in it ; but, when we reached it, one of the mules 
was kicking furiously. It was better not to stop ; 
and I rode on. 

We arrived at Bethel just as our tents were 
pitched, and hurried into them, although they were 
as yet unfurnished. 

At dinner time we looked at each other with 
grave faces, but said nothing. The tents were not 
like those in India, calculated to keep out such rain 
as it seemed likely we should have. The ground 
outside had become quite saturated. The wind 
blew and unfastened the tent pegs ; the rain came 
in, and we sat in cloaks and India rubber shoes 
trying to look cheerfully on the present and future. 
We soon retired to our beds. It was bitter cold, 
the wind increased, the rain fell in torrents, and in 
the middle of the night poured in on the foot of my 
bed. My meditations, for I could not sleep, were 
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not agreeable; I thought of cholera, fevers, all 
kinds of disasters. It was really a sad prospect we 
had before us. To remain at Bethel the next day 
in the rain would be anything but pleasant ; to 
return to Jerusalem, and give up the journey to 
Damascus, very provoking and disappointing ; to go 
on to Nabulus (our next encamping place) in the 
rain, very imprudent. In any case we were certain 
' of being wet through ; I therefore made up my 
mind that it would be as well to go on to Nabulus 
and trust to its being fine on the morrow. When 
I got up in the morning at Bethel everything was 
concealed by the mist, and it was vain to think of 
going out before breakfast. The time was fully 
occupied in reading all about this place or “ house 
of God,” which is the signification of the word 
Bethel — its original name was Luz, and here it was 
that Jacob cummer, jrated his vision by raising a 
pillar and calling the place Bethel instead of Luz. 
It will be remembered also that it was the southern 
seat of the worship of the golden calf . 1 It is 
frequently mentioned in the Old Testament, being 
often alluded to in Amos. “ For saith the Lord 
God unto the house of Israel, seek ye me, and ye 
shall live ; but seek not Bethel, nor enter into 
1 1 Kings xii. 29 — 33 ; xiii. 1. 
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Gilgal, and pass not to Beersheba ; for Gilgal shall 
surely go into captivity, and Bethel shall come to 
nought.” 1 

The weather prevented our seeing the ruins that 
still exist of Bethel. I merely saw a dilapidated 
tower on a hill, and I looked in vain for oaks 
through the mist, for no one could forget that 
tonching story of Deborah, Rachael’s nurse, being 
buried under an oak near Bethel, which was thence- 
forth called the “ Oak of Weeping.” 

Occasionally our prospects looked better. The 
sun struggled hard to disperse the angry 
black clouds, but the latter would not give 
way, and shower after shower fell till the ground 
was a complete swamp. I was carried in a chair to 
the tent in which breakfast was served, and carried 
back ! Then we held a consultation whether to go 
on to Nabulus or return to Jerusalem. This im- 
portant question was carried by a majority of two 
against one. It certainly was a doleful day, some- 
times the sun peeped out and then hurried in 
again, leaving us to despair, and to repeated tor- 
rents of rain. Preparations for starting began, the 
tents were struck (except mine, which was kept up 
to the last moment, and in which we were all 
1 Amos v. 5. 
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huddled.) No one spoke — no one could give any 
comfort to his neighbour. Detached sentences were 
sometimes heard. “We never thought of rain,” said 
one. “It is a very unusual season” remarked 
another ; and so it was, for at this time of year in 
Syria it is always fine, though not too hot. When at 
last all was ready we began our march, the guide lead- 
ing the way. The horse he rode was laden with large 
paniers, camp-stools, and even a small table. The 
way he mounted the animal was very droll : he first 
climbed up behind, reaching the saddle on his 
stomach, he then turned himself over on his back, 
and rising on his knees, settled himself in a 
manner that appeared to be most uncomfortable, 
by placing one leg on the top of the table, and the 
other on the camp-stools. It was a cold morning, 
the rain beat into the litter in which I was un- 
fortunately travelling. It is almost impossible to 
see much in this most uncomfortable conveyance. 
Although we could not see Shiloh, we knew it to be 
between Bethel and Shechem. Its situation is 
mentioned in the Bible as on the “ north side of 
Bethel, on the east side of the highway that goeth 
up from Bethel to Shechem, and on the south of 
Lebonah .” 1 


Q2 


1 Judges xxi, 19. 
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SCENERY ABOUT NABULUS. 


Modem travellers identify Lebonah with Lebban, 
a place surrounded by hills. 

At Shiloh the ark remained from the days of 
Joshua till it was carried with the army that 
marched against the Philistines. We read in Jere* 
miah, that when God exhorts the Jews to “ amend 
their ways, and their doings /' 1 they are threatened, 
unless they repent, with the same judgment as 
Shiloh. “ But go ye now unto my place which was 
in Shiloh, where I set my name at the first, and 
see what I did to it for the wickedness of my peo- 
ple Israel. Therefore will I do unto this house, 
which is called by my name, wherein ye trust, and 
unto the place which I gave to you and to your 
fathers, as I have done to Shiloh .” 2 

The day cleared up towards noon, and I could 
see we were passing through a very pleasant country. 
There were valleys and ravines where grew large 
olive-trees and many orchards of figs. The orchards 
were separated from each other by low stone walls. 
Occasionally we passed a village looking anything 
but prosperous. 

The scenery as we approached Nabulus, the 
ancient Shechem, was very pretty. The valleys 
were cultivated, the hills wooded with groves of 
1 Jeremiah vii. 3. * Ibid., vii. 13, 14. 
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large olive-trees, standing in beds of lovely wild- 
flowers — among them the delicate cyclamen, and a 
large white arum just peeping out of the ground. 
Droves of donkeys laden with sacks, a boy driv- 
ing them, and a little bird with white and black 
plumage, were the only animated creatures to be 
seen during the day’s journey. 

When I reached a grove of trees about a mile 

from Nabulus, and crept out of my litter, F 

was not to be found, and no one had seen him for 
some time. This was anything but pleasant intel- 
ligence ; but I was somewhat relieved by hearing 
he had with him one of the Turkish soldiers, who 
had come from Jerusalem as our escort. At last 
he appeared, having ridden on to the consul’s house 
to ascertain whether we could find shelter in the 
town. Though the rain had ceased, it threatened 
to be very damp and cold, if one remained in tents 
for the night ; but not finding accommodation, we 
waited for the luggage. The evening was drawing 
in — it was chilly, and the ground wet — the sun 
was setting with a very sulky countenance, as 
if he had no intention of rising the next morning 
in a better humour : every now and then he looked 
through a dense grey cloud, then disappeared, 
sending down a few rays illuminating the misty 
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A DISORDERLY ENCAMPMENT. 


summit of a hill, the sides of which were fringed 
with olive-trees. 

When the baggage arrived we heard we were 
not at the right encamping ground, and that we 
must go beyond the town of Nabulus ; but, alas 1 
when I got into the litter, it was found that the 
harness of one of the mules was broken, and I was 
borne by the Arabs. At last we reached the spot 
where the tents were to be pitched ; it was quite' 
dark. It seemed as if the whole town of Na- 
bulus had come out to see us, the crowd was so 
great; and there were more useless than useful 
people about us. At last lanterns were obtained, 
unpacking began, every one ran in the wrong 
direction, everybody scolding each other, the thing 
most wanted was not to be found, and what was 
not necessary abounded everywhere. In the midst 
of the confusion a horse got loose, and rushed in 
among men and boxes ; but it was caught before it 
could do much mischief. In the meantime, my 
maid and I sat squeezed up together in the litter 
till the tents were ready. It was too cold to sit 
Up, so we retired to rest. 

The next morning was fine, and it seemed as if 
we should now go on prosperously. 

The spot on which we had encamped was very 



SHECHEM. 


281 


lovely. We were entirely surrounded by olive- 
trees. The ancient town of Shechem, now called 
Nabulus, is situated in a lovely valley enclosed by 
Mounts Ebal and Gerizem, and is very picturesque. 

Shechem is mentioned so early as Abraham's 
time. 1 In the history of Jacob it is frequently al- 
luded to, and is repeatedly read of in other places 
in the Old Testament. It subsequently received 
the name of Neapolis from the Romans. 

“ On Mount Ebal Joshua built an altar unto the 
Lord God of Israel.” On Ebal were assembled half 
the tribes — on Gerizem the other half — to hear 
the maledictions pronounced on all who should 
break the law of God, and to listen to the blessings 
bestowed on those who should obey it. • 

Jeroboam, king of Israel, built Shechem, and 
made it the capital of his dominions, and it still 
existed during the exile of the Jews. Both the 
city and temple, which stood on Mount Gerizem, 
were destroyed 129 b.c. by John Hyrcanus. 

The most interesting object near Nabulus is 
Jacob's well, where our Saviour sat weary and 
thirsty, and where the woman of Samaria came to 
draw water, His conversation with whom caused 
many of that city to believe on Him. The depth 
of the well ip ascertained to be seventy-five feet. 


1 Genesis xii. 6. 
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We had bat little time to tarry at Nabulus, so we' 
mounted our horses, riding in the direction of 
Djenin. 

We soon passed the present town of Samaria, 
which is on a high hill to the left of our road. 

The scenery in the vicinity is beautiful. Our 
road lay through grassy ravines, watered -by clear 
brooks, shaded by olive-trees. At one of the brooks 

were women washing clothes. They had many gold 

* 

and silver coins strung together, and fastened on 
each side of the head — a style of head-dress I had 
not seen among the peasantry here. 

Samaria, which means “ watch height,” was 
built by Omri, king of Israel, about 925 B.c. It 
will be remembered that it was here “ Ahab reared 
up an altar for Baal in the house of Baal, which he 
had built in Samaria.” 

The city, like Shechem, was destroyed by John 
Hyrcanus, but was subsequently rebuilt with great 
magnificence by Herod the Tetrarch. 

There are some very interesting ruins to be seen, 
among them a church where it is said John the 
Baptist was buried. 

We were delighted with the appearance of the 
country ; the valleys were richly cultivated, and, 
when we gained any considerable elevation, the 
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landscape was equally pleasing ; in the distance we 
could see fertile and well-w.atered plains, and where 
the land was not cultivated it was carpeted with 
wild flowers, which covered also every spot of 
ground we passed over, growing close up to the 
dark trunks of the olive trees. 

The bright and cheerful aspect of the country 
made one almost think the land had not been 11 laid 
most desolate because of all the abominations which 
they had committed ;” 1 it seemed rather as if 
showers of blessings had commenced, and that “ the 
tree of the field was yielding her fruit, and the 
earth her increase .” 2 

After descending a rocky hill we entered a lovely 
valley, where we dismounted and rested for an 
hour. 

While there, three Arabs armed with guns 
came up to us ; they merely stopped, stared at us, 
and went on their way. 

Before we reached Djenin we saw several villages 
on wooded heights ; at a distance they looked im- 
posing, but the houses are no doubt, like those of 
all the villages in this country, in a very ruinous 
state. In a narrow valley, before we reached 
Djenin, a fox ran on before us and climbing a steep 
i Ezekiel xxxiii. 29. s Ezekiel xxxiv. 27. 
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bank, stopped, gazed at us for a minute, and disap- 
peared. 

When we got to Djenin we missed one of our 
party, and in about ten minutes after our arrival 
he rode up to the tents. We soon heard he had 
met with an adventure. It appears that riding a 
little way behind he had missed ys at a sharp turn, 
and taken a wrong road ; two Arabs met him thus 
alone, stopped him, pointed their guns at him, and 
one attempted to seize his horse’s bridle, when our 
friend riding at the man, knocked him down, and 
galloped off at full speed, the men throwing stones 
after him. It is probable their guns were not 
loaded ; had they been so he might not have come 
off so easily. 

Djenin, which signifies ‘ the fountain of the 
garden,’ is believed to be the En-gannim of holy 
Scripture, and is mentioned in the fifteenth chapter 
of Joshua, thirty-fourth verse, as one of the in- 
heritances of the tribe of Judah. 

Our tents were pitched on a rising ground near 
the town, which is very prettily situated in a grove 
of trees ; overtopping all were a few date-palms ; 
to the north was the valley of Esdraelon, which we 
were to traverse the next day, and the hills of 
Nazareth backed by Jebel ed Dahi, or the little 
Hermon. 
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We had taken the litter with us in case of 
accident, and in the event of any of the party being 
unable to ride. I should recommend all ladies who 
undertake a journey through Syria to have a litter, 
it is certainly a prudent step. 

I found my maid very unwell, the morning 
after we arrived at Djenin, and had it not been 
for the litter we should have been detained a day 
at that place. 

After leaving Djenin the next morning, we entered 
on the plain of Esdraelon; the hills of Gilboa, 
which are memorable for the battle between Saul and 
the Philistines, when the sons of the former were 
killed, and where he himself fell by his own hand, 
were plainly visible. We were all day in a beauti- 
ful and fertile country, passing over a narrow path 
strewn with flowers ; among them was a pink con- 
volvolus, which crept humbly along the ground, 
disappearing among the fields of grain. Every flower 
reminded me of the saying of our Lord : “ Consider 

the lilies of the field how they grow, they toil not 

* 

neither do they spin ; and yet I say unto you, that 
even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
one of these ; ” 1 . and every field I passed brought 
before me the parable of the tares 2 and the sower. 

1 Matthew vi. 28, 29. 

a * The field is the world, 9 words few and slight as they 
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The valley we were in is called, in sacred history, 
the valley of Jezreel, and the valley of Megiddo, 
and here was fought the great battle when Josiah, 
king of Judah, was killed. In the first chapter 
of the book of Judith, eighth verse, the valley is 
called “ the great plain of Esdraelon.” 

Mount Tabor was to our right, and we were in 
the neighbourhood of places familiar to us in the 
Old and New Testament. Jezreel, not very distant, 
recalled the sad story of Ahab and Jezebel; 
Nain, the raising to life of the widow’s son 
by Jesus ; Cana, our Lord’s first miracle ; 
and Endor, where dwelt the woman with the 
‘familiar spirit,’ to whom Saul went, and where 
Samuel appeared to him, and told him he and his 
sons should be with him (Samuel) on the morrow, 
and the host of Israel should be delivered into the 
hand of the Philistines. 

Mount Tabor rises very suddenly from the plain, 
and stands quite unconnected with any smaller hill. 

It was clothed with herbage, but, as it seemed, 

# 

somewhat sparingly with trees and bushes. 

m 

This mountain has always been regarded as that 

may seem, a great battle has been fought over them, greater, 
perhaps, than over any single phrase in the Scripture, if we 
except the consecrating words at the Holy Eucharist.” Notes 
on the Parables, by M. C. Trench . 
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■where the scene ot the transfiguration took place . 1 
Could there be another ride fraught with more 
interesting associations than that of this day on 
the plain of Esdraelon ? 

It was a perfect spring day, the air was balmy, 
and the birds were singing. After resting an hour 
on the grass in the middle of the day, we remounted 
our horses, and rode on to Nazareth. When we 
reached the hills of Galilee, we missed the guide 
and an English servant : on ascending the hill and 
looking down into the valley, of Esdraelon, we 
could see no appearance of them. In the mean- 
time the litter, which had preceded us, went on, 

wound round the hill, and disappeared also. F 

and I began to toil up the steep side of the hill, in 
hopes of overtaking the litter, but on reaching the 
top no litter was in sight. One gentleman of our 
party rode back in order to ascertain why the 
guide and servant had remained behind. 

The road became almost impassable : our horses 
climbed over high rocks, and slid down stony slabs, 
till at last the way was completely blocked up by a 
precipitous ledge of rock, over which poured a cata- 

1 In Psalm lxxxix., where the majesty and power of God 
is alluded to, the psalmist exclaims — “ Tabor and Hermon 
shall rejoice Thy name.” 
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ract of water. After scrambling about for some 
time among great heaps of stone, we returned to 
the place where our friend had left us to go in 
search of the missing servants ; we saw horsemen 
coming along the plain, but only two — the Arab 
guide was not there. Although I had scarcely 
recovered the fright caused by missing two of our 
party, and by riding over the very bad road we had 
just left, I could not help being extremely amused 
at the ridiculous appearance of the man-servant. 
He was seated on the guide’s horse, on either side 
of which was a large hamper and several camp- 
stools. There the wretched man sat crumpled up, 
looking much ashamed of himself — his knees touch- 
ing his face, and scarcely able to maintain his 
balance. The cause of his absence had been his 
horse having broke loose, and the guide having 
gone in pursuit of it, since which neither guide or 
horse had re-appeared. After a considerable lapse 
of time, the Englishman mounted the heavy-laden 
steed of the guide, and followed us. Being under 
no apprehension for the safety of the Arab, we 
began to think of our own, and were lucky enough 
to find the road to Nazareth. Evening was approach- 
ing, and it would not have been wise to pass the 
night amongst these wild hills without any guard ; 



NAZARETH. 


for the Bedouins, who are met with sometimes in 
the day, might not be civil to strangers in the dark. 
It was, indeed, more from “ good luck than good 
management ” that we found ourselves on the right 
road. 

Descending the hills, we entered a narrow valley, 
with flowery banks on each side ; and at last, after 
a very fatiguing journey, reached the tents which 
were pitched opposite the town of Nazareth, and 
close to the well of Miriam.- 

To complete this chapter of accidents, we heard 
on our arrival that the litter had been upset in a 
rocky path, and my maid, who was in it, pulled out 
by the muleteer; fortunately, however, she was 
very little hurt. 



240 


CHAPTER XII. 

NAZARETH — MOUNT OP PRECIPITATION — WELL OP MIRIAM 

WOMEN OF NAZARETH — FRANCISCAN CHURCH AND CON- 
VENT — GREEK CHURCH — RIDE TO TIBERIAS — BEAUTIFUL 
WILD FLOWERS SCENERY — TIBERIAS — SITES OF CAPER- 

NAUM — MAGDALA — BETHSAIDA AND CHORAZIN — RIDE TO 

SAFED RUIN OF OLD CASTLE AT SAFED JEBEL-E8H- 

8HEIKH — RIDE TO BANIAS CASTLE OF BANLAS — SOURCE 

OF THE JORDAN — JOURNEY TO DAMASCUS. 

Nazareth stands on a hill. It is like all the towns 
and villages in Syria — the streets are dirty, and 
the habitations in bad repair. What is called ‘ the 
Mount of Precipitation,’ 1 is three miles from the 
present town. 

The monks of the Latin convent at Nazareth, 
however, maintain that it is rightly named, and 
that the city in the time of our Lord extended that 
for.. 

Miriam’s, or Mary’s Well, was very near our 

1 Luke iv. 29. 
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tents. It was surrounded late in the evening and 
early in the morning by women, many of whom 
were beautiful, with graceful figures ; they fame to 
‘ fill their water-pots with water,’ and formed them- 
selves into the most picturesque groups, some 
standing with vases on their heads, some sitting, 
others leaning on the edge of the well — all talking, 
-laughing, and no doubt gossiping of the latest news 
of Nazareth and its neighbourhood, for a well in the 
East, where women resort to draw water, is known 
to be a kind of female club. 

The manners of the women of Nazareth were not 
as agreeable as their appearance. They crowded 
round me when 1 went into the town, some taking 
hold of my gown and shawl to examine them, while 
laughing girls, — and lovely, merry little children ran 
on before me to look under my bonnet. It was at 
first amusing ; but they became so troublesome, I 
was glad to get back to my tent. 

The Franciscan church and convent are in the 
town, and the Roman Catholics assert that the real 
grotto of the Annunciation is in their church — 'but the 
Greeks maintain that their church stands on the 
site of the house where the Virgin dwelt when the 
angel was sent and addressed her with those words, 
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“ Hail 3 thou that art highly favoured— -the Lord 
is with thee — blessed art thou among women.” 

On^he door leading into the Greek church are 
crosses, chalices, and bottles, carved in stone. I 
remarked that the form of the bottles is much like 
that of those still used by the peasantry of the 
neighbourhood. 

The interior, as is the case with all the Greek 
churches in Syria, is very much ornamented. The 
screen, which separates the body of the church from 
the chancel, is, I was told, of cedar wood ; it is very 
richly carved, with two doors opening into the 
chancel. On the top of the screen are carved heads 
of angels and doves, and large crosses, and several 
compartments or panels, in which are paintings, 
portraying the life of our blessed Saviour and the 
Virgin. The carvings of the pulpit are painted 
of different colours, and in bad taste. The church 
is full of indifferent, but very ancient and in- 
teresting pictures, the subject of several being the 
annunciation of the Virgin. There is one evidently 
much prized, as before it hangs a curtain ; it is not, 
however, a painting, but worked in very small, 
coloured beads — the subject, the angel Gabriel’s visit 
to Mary. Her dress is of small white glittering 
pearls, exceedingly pretty, while that of the angel 
is worked with gold beads. 
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Iii a small chapel, under the altar, is a well, the 
water of which is excellent. The walls of the 
chapel were in panels, in which were pretty pat- 
terns, some of coloured tiles, others of marble. 

When we left the church, an old man, with a 
long, white beard, was seated on a step at the door, 
reading the Bible. He removed bis spectacles for 
a moment, looked at us, and resumed his studies ; 
and although I remained to take a sketch of him, 
he did not take any notice of us, but continued 

* Unfolding 

His immortal book 

In that silent mirror, for himself to look. 

In this quiet haven, 

Pondering o’er his soul, 

And how much is graven 
On the solemn scroll 

Which, to worlds assembled, judgment shall unroll.’ 

All the places here connected with the history of 
our Saviour are shown by the guides. A stone, 
where our Lord is said to have dined, is pointed 
out ; also Joseph’s shop. We should be satisfied 
with knowing that it was at Nazareth our Lord 
lived, before he entered on His ministry, and that 
He there passed His childhood, and much of His 
early life . 1 


R 2 


» St. Luke ii. 39 — 52. 
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DISCOURAGING PROSPECTS. 


Daring the night it rained very much, and I 
feared we should encounter new troubles, asking 
myselPwhen I rose in the morning, “ What yrill be 
our adventures to day on our road to the Sea of 
Tiberias ?” 

After leaving Nazareth, we ascended a very steep 
hill, from whence we had a fine view of the Valley 
of Esdraelon and Mount Tabor; we then entered on a 
plain extending nearly as far as Tiberias, our horses 
threading their way through fertile fields, over a 
path covered with anemones, blue lupines, and a 
profusion of the most beautiful wild fiowers, that 
grew in such luxuriance as to be on a level with 
their heads, and which rendered our route plainly 
distinguishable for several miles in advance. 

Half-way between Nazareth and Tiberias, we 
met several European travellers of our acquaintance, 
returning from the latter place. All had some- 
thing to complain of more or less. 1 A German count 
urged us to have a guard at the Sea of Tiberias — 
what had happened to the poor man there we had 
not time to hear. Then a French gentleman 
passed us quickly, saying something about “la 
grande chaleur,” with which, I am sorry to say, he 
associated the name of “ le diable,” while a French 
lady had a woeful tale about scorpions and snakes 1 
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In spite of these sad accounts, we went on, and 
soon came in sight of the lake. 

The top of Mount Hermon far, far away, was 
covered with snow; on the other side of the 
lake were hills, the base of which apparently touched 
the water, in which the blue sky, hills, and white 
fleecy clouds were all alike" reflected. Presently 
we came upon the town, which seems to rest almost 
on the bosom of the lake, long grass and wild 
flowers growing close up to the ruined towers and 
walls. 

The greater part of the place was destroyed not 
many years ago by an earthquake. It has a very deso- 
late look. To the right of the town are extremely 
high rocky hills, which slope down to the lake, — 
further off, are the baths of Tiberias, and still higher 
hills, and in the extreme distance, the snowy 
mountain I have spoken of. It is a fine, grand 
view. 

When close to the town, I heard a shout, and 
perceived that the litter was completely over- 
turned. In a minute more, I saw the muleteer 
dive into it, and bring out my little maid, lifting 
her high up in the air, and. setting her all right on 
her feet 1 She was not hurt ; but I sincerely hoped 
that this would be the end of her misadventures. 
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She was so brave — so good humoured — that al- 
though it was impossible not to laugh, I was ex- 
tremely vexed at this second mischance of the 
litter. 

The tents were on the shore of the lake, and to 
the left was the town. Towards dusk the wind 
arose and “the sea” became much agitated. 

How much there was to think of as we sat on 
the shore, beholding the very waters on which our 
Saviour walked to His disciples, bidding them “ not 
to be afraid,” and where He calmed the tempest 
with His gentle words, “ peace ! be still ! ” 

It was to the east of the lake that Jesus fed the 
five thousand — 

“ Here may wesit and dream 
Over the heavenly theme, 

Till to our soul the former days return — 

Till on the grassy bed, where thousands once He fed, 
The world’s incarnate maker we discern/’ 

The Sea of Galilee does not exceed eleven or 
twelve miles in length, and five or six in breadth . 1 
The river Jordan falls into it at the north, and runs 
out of it at the south. 

Tiberias was built by the Tetrarch, Herod 
Antipas, and called after the Emperor Tiberius. 

1 It is first mentioned in Numbers xxxiv. 11, where it is 
called the Sea of Chinnereth. In the Gospels it is the Sea of, 
Gennesaret, as well as that of Galilee and Tiberias. 
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The hot baths are at a short distance from the town. 
We had not time to visit them, as we were obliged 
to reach Safed by sunset, and it was a long day’s 
journey. 

Leaving Tiberias, and the valley in which it 
stands, we ascended a hill, “ the sea ” being on our 
right. The road wound for some time along a high 
rocky bank overhanging the water; the flowers 
were more abundant, if possible, than they had as 
yet been during our journey, and mingled with low 
shrubs and long grass, that extended down to the 
very edge of the water — 

“ Where Gennesaret’s wave 
Delights the flowers to lave 

That o’er the Western Slope, breathe airs of balm.” 

We were near the site of Capernaum, where our 
Lord resided often, after His ministry had begun, 
and against which He pronounced this heavy de- 
nunciation, “ And thou Capernaum, which art ex- 
alted unto Heaven, shalt be brought down to Hell, 
for if the mighty works which have been done in 
thee had been done in Sodom, it would have 
remained unto this day. But 1 say unto you, that 

it shall be more tolerable for the land of Sodom in 

* • 

the day of judgment than for thee.” 1 


1 Matthew xi. 23~<~24. 
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Here also, on the western shore, was Magdala, 
supposed to be the birth place of Mary Magdalene. 

Bethsaida and Chorazin, to the inhabitants of 
which the Saviour likewise addressed the same 
, awful words as He did to Capernaum, were not far 
from us. Josephus, in mentioning this country, 
among other remarks, says, “ The country named 
Gennesar extends along the lake, wonderful both for 
its nature and beauty.” It was certainly a lovely 
ride. When we quitted the lake, the road led up 
a steep, rocky hill ; but, wherever we turned, we 
still saw the lake of Tiberias. 

There was a constant change of scenery. At one 
time we ascended stony heights, then descended 
into beautiful ravines, well wooded and watered, 
with oleanders growing nearly in the brooks. 

The morning had been hitherto all that could be 
wished — fresh, sunny, with large clouds causing a 
continual change of light and shade on the land- 
scape, but towards noon the day became overcast — 
and, when on reaching a ravine, where we found 
water, trees, and deep shade — and which was a place 
perfectly well suited for our midday rest, we dis- 
mounted and arranged our repast, ominous looking 
clouds, warned tis we should soon be disturbed, and. 
that a storm was impending. We had, in fact, just 
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begun an attack on a cold fowl, when the rain fell in 
torrents, and we rushed in all directions to seek 
shelter where we could best find it, as the olive-tree, 
under which we had bivouacked, was not sufficient 
protection from such a deluge. After this disaster, 
we thought it advisable to hasten on to Safed. 
The scenery was still very lovely as we ascended 
the hills ; and, at every turn of the way, we still 
looked down on Lake Tiberias. Approaching 
Safed, the country became more wooded, the fields 
cultivated, and the green valleys and ravines 
studded with trees and flowers of every colour. 

The town of Safed , 1 which is on a considerable 
height, was now visible, looking very picturesque 
and imposing. We rode through a portion of it to 
reach our tents, which were on an open space of 
ground in a beautiful situation. Here again the 
Sea of Tiberias was visible ; to our left we had 
some part of the town as a foreground, while to the 
right were the ruins of a castle, high above that 
part of the hill on which Safed stands. 

An earthquake destroyed a great part of Safed 

1 Safed being the only town in the neighbourhood on an 
eminence, it is supposed to be the one alluded to by our 
Lord, when, in His Sermon, he says, “ A city that is set on 
a hill cannot be hid*” — Matthew v. 14. 
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in 1837 ; and, though many buildings have been 
restored, the town still contains not a few ruinous 
houses and walls. The place is considered pecu- 
liarly sacred by the Jews, as they affirm our Lord 
will reign near the lake of Tiberias for forty years 
previous to His going to Jerusalem. 

The women of Safed wear the nose-ring. I had 
not seen this custom before in Syria ; and in this 
case it was not a pendant ring, but a small, round 
button, fitting close to the nose. 

The prospect from the old castle is very fine and 
extensive. We could see the landscape extending 
even beyond the Jordan. 

The next morning, a very ridiculous occurrence 
took place. A misunderstanding arose between the 
guide and a Janissary, who had accompanied us 
from Jerusalem. The former, a man of gigantic 
strength, seized the latter by the collar, shaking 
him as a terrier does a rat The poor Janissary 
could not disengage himself from the grasp of his 
adversary, and it seemed likely he would have 
Iteen shaken into bits, had not an English servant 
rushed forward, calling out ‘Row, row/ meaning 
to say ‘Booh, rooh/ which, in Arabic, signifies 
‘Go, go/ but which he pronounced like ‘Row, 
row/ The words suited the emergency, and the 
Janissary was rescued from further bad treatment. 
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At a short distance from, and looking back on 
Safed, the view was really grand and beautiful. 
Beyond Tiberias rose a range of blue hills ; the 
lake seeming to be close under the town of Safed. 
To the right, towering over all, was the old castle 
and its ruined walls; while the middle distance 
was varied by a succession of ravine, hill, valley, 
and field — the foreground consisting of abrupt, 
high, rocky banks, and a rugged, stony path, over 
which we were riding. A man held my horse 
while I sketched this glorious scene, for there was 
no time for dismounting. 

Descending a very steep ravine, crossing narrow 
brooks, the water gushing over large stones, we 
came down, on the Plain of Jordan, bounded by 
high hills, beyond which we saw Jebel-esh-Sheikh 1 
(the Hermon of Holy Scripture), with patches of 
snow on its summit. This mountain, though men- 
tioned often in the Old Testament, is particularly 
alluded to in Psalm cxxxiii., wherein ‘that most 
excellent gift of charity,’ the most difficult of all 
virtues to attain, is compared to the dew of Her- 
mon, “ that descends upon the mountains of Zion ; 

1 Jebel-esh-Sheik his equivalent to ‘ Old Man’s Mountain’ 
— a name given from a fancied likeness to the white hair and 
beard of an old sheikh. 
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for there the Lord commanded the blessing, even 
life for evermore.” 

“ The waters of Merom ” (through which the 
Jordan runs to Lake Tiberias) were visible about 
an hour after we had entered the plain of Jordan, 
which was less cultivated than the country we had 
quitted. 

We read of the lake of Merom in Joshua xi. 5, 7 — 
“And when all these kings were met together, they 
came and pitched together at the waters of Merom 
to fight against Israel. So Joshua came, and all 
the people of war with him, against them, by the 
waters of Merom, suddenly, and they fell upon 
them.” 

The ground was here and there very marshy ; and 
bad as the road was, when over rocky ground, it 
was to be preferred to the low swamps, in which 
the horses continually sunk, while the storks stood 
erect in the marshes, seeming quite astonished at 
the awkward proceedings of our struggling steeds. 
The heat in this plain was very great, and there 
was every appearance of an approaching tempest. 
We therefore prepared for it (having that of yester- 
day fresh in our minds) ; rode to a hill where the 
projecting rocks would, in a great measure, shelter 
us from the rain ; and, placing saddles, cloaks, and 
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bags in safety, remained there during the violent 
storm that followed, which was very beautiful. 

Mount Hermon seemed to defy the mists which 
ran along the lower hills, and stood out clear and 
distinct above them, although every now and then 
its total disappearance seemed inevitable : clouds, 
heaped one upon another, obscured the sky, while 
loud claps of thunder were echoed and re-echoed 
among the more distant hills. When the weather 
looked somewhat settled, we pursued our journey. 
Finding the tents pitched on very boggy grass, we 
had them removed, much against the will of the 
muleteers, to (if not dry, at least) higher ground. 

Next morning the sky was still cloudy, but 
though the day seemed unfavourable for the journey 
we thought it better to hasten on to Banias, which 
we hoped to reach before sunset. 

Those parts of the plain over which we passed 
this day were but little cultivated. We frequently 
seated large rocks, ascending hill after hill, 
then descending, had to struggle through morasses, 
out of which the horses with difficulty extricated 
themselves. 

The monotony of the march was enlivened by 
meeting herds of buffalos, strings of camels (driven 
by fine-looking bedouins), and encampments of 
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Arabs, whose low huts were made of straw. During 
the day we passed near Kedash Naphtali, where 
Barak was born. It was one of the six cities of 
refuge. 

The scenery improved towards the middle of the 
day, when we came to a very picturesque stone 
bridge, its masonry nearly hidden by small shrubs, 
flowers and weeds. The stream rushed rapidly on, 
bathing the willows and oleanders with which the 
banks on both sides were clothed. It was a beauti- 
ful spot, cool and shady, to rest in after a ride of 
four or five hours. 

I was at a short distance from my companions, 
sketching, when suddenly I heard a strange voice 
speaking Arabic. I looked up and saw an Arab 
standing by me, leaning on his gun. Finding I did 
not understand him, he joined the rest of my party, 
and, as I found afterwards, asked the gentlemen, if 
one of them was a doctor, as he was ill ; unfortun- 
ately we could do nothing for him. In a few 
minutes a young woman with a pretty, golden- 
haired child in her arms came and sat by me. 
The mother had a very agreeable countenance. 
Her dress, which served as a petticoat and gown, 
over her full trowsers, was of very coarse white 
linen, with silver thread woven in it ; the border 



HIS WIFE AND CHILD. 


255 


had also a pattern of blue and silver thread ; over 
all was a large, dark cloth jacket. Round her head 
was twisted a purple cloth, and hanging down her 
back, a thick white linen head-veil, with many 
plaits of hair flowing over her shoulders. She 
examined my dress very minutely; the white 
muslin sleeves pleased her, the tassels of my cloak 
surprised her, but when she saw the neck ribbon, 
she was perfectly enchanted, and as to the pocket- 
handkerchief she begged hard of me to give it to 
the lovely child. This I could not do, but I put 
the neck ribbon round its little throat, which de- 
lighted both father and mother; and the former 
took my hand and put it up to the child’s mouth, 
who kissed it. 

Continuing our ride to Banias we toiled up steep 
rocky paths, where we found trees and shrubs very 
abundant, particularly on grassy table land. We 
met people travelling, women on horseback wearing 
the curious horn, which is fixed on the front of the 
head and fastened behind. This tantur or horn is 
made of tin, silver, or gold, according to the rank, 
or wealth of the wearer. Some are a yard long, 
shaped like a speaking-trumpet. It rises from the 
forehead, and is fastened at the back of the head by 
a band. A large veil is thrown over it and falls 
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down the sides of the head and shoulders. It is 
usually worn only by married women ; but I believe 
unmarried women also occasionally wear it. There 
are mftny references to this horn in the Old Testa- 
ment. It was sometimes worn by men. Job says 
“ I have sewed sackcloth upon my skin, and defiled 
my horn in thg dust,” Job xvi. 15 ; and David 
alluding to the righteous, says, in Psalm cxii. 9, 
“ His horn shall be exalted with honour.” 1 

We were not far from the site of Dan, which I 
regret we could not visit. Dan was called Laish, 
and became one of the seats of Jeroboam’s idolatry. 2 

The situation of Banias is very beautiful ; it 
completely surrounded by hills ; Mount Hermon 
rising immediately over it. There is also a castle 
in ruins, named Kalat Banias, on a hill of very con- 
siderable height, not far from the town. 3 

1 When fastened on the head, this horn is like that of an 
unicorn. 

“But my horn shalt thou exalt like the horn of an unicorn ” 
— Psalm xcii. 10. 

2 Bongs xii. 28, 29, 30. 

8 It stands on the top of a mountain, which forms part of 
the mountain of Heish, at an hour and a quarter from Banias ; 
it is now in complete ruins, but was ondfr a very strong fort- 
ress. Its whole circumference is twenty-five minutes. It is 
surrounded by a wall ten feet thick, flanked with numerous 
round towers, built with equal blocks of stone, each about 
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The vegetation was unusually rich; and there 
was a brook nlshing by old towers and walls, and 
oVer foundations of ancient buildings, and great 
massive pieces of rock and stone scattered about, 
which almost impeded the course of this small, ener- 
getic stream, which was The Jordan. Tall trees 
mingled with the ancient ruins and modem town, 
and wild flowers peeped up among loose stones 
and hidden heaps of rock. 

two feet square. The keep, or citadel, seems to have been 
on the highest summit, on the eastern side, where the walls 
were stronger than on the lower, or western side. The view 
from hence over the Houle and a part of its lake, the Djebel 
Safed, and the barren Heish, is magnificent. On the western 
side, within the precincts of the castle, are ruins of many 
private habitations. At both the western comers runs a 
succession of dark, strongly-built, low apartments, like cells, 
vaulted, and with small narrow loop-holes, as if for musketry. 
On this side also is a well, more than twenty feet square, 
walled in with a vaulted roof at least twenty feet high ; the 
well was, even in this dry season, full of water. There are 
three others in the castle. There are many apartments and 
recesses in the castle, which could only be exactly described 
by a plan of the whole building. It seems to have been 
erected during the period of the Crusades, and must certainly 
have been very strong. I saw no inscriptions, though I was 
afterwards told that there are several, both in Arabic and 
in Frank (Greek or Latin). The castle has but one gate, 
on the south side. I could discover no traces of a road, or 
paved way leading up the mountain to it .” — BurcJchardfa 
Travels in Syria and the Holy Land . 

VOL. II. S 
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Oar tents were placed under a grove of olive 
trees — a more beautiful situation could not have 
been chosen— and from it, though surrounded by 
hills and much foliage, there was a charming view. 
Just below the tents was the Jordan with its thickly- 
wooded banks. Beyond, here and there, one caught 
a glimpse of some picturesque old buildings, shaded 
by olive-trees, and the whole was backed by grassy 
hills and trees which rose close to the town. 

One of the sources of the Jordan is at Banias. 
We went, soon after our arrival, to the cave from 
whence it springs. It does not flow freely at first 
— stones impeding its rapid egress. We had now 
traced the holy river in all its length, from its 
mouth to its source. 

“ Stream most blest for His dear sake 
Who touch’d its sacred wave and hallow’d all its ground.” 1 

Over the cave where the Jordan (which is there 
called Nas Mahr) rises at Banias, are small niches, 
in which, probably, statues were once placed. On 
a tablet near these niches is a Greek inscription. 

Banias was called Caesarea Philippi. It was when 
Jesus came into the “ coasts of Caesarea Philippi,” that 
in conversation with Peter, our Lord said to him, 
u Thou art Peter, and upon this rock I will build my 
church, and the gates of hell shall not prevail against 
1 Williams* Baptistry, ‘ The Waters of the City of God.’ 



TRADITIONS FOUNDED ON SCBIPTURE. 269 

it,” 1 wordswhich have been so unfortunately strained 
by the Romish church to endue their spiritual 
rulers with absolute power. Caesarea derived its 
name from the Emperor Tiberius, Philippi being 
added to distinguish it from Caesarea on the coast ; 
and it was afterwards called Neronias, in honour of 
Nero. 

Under the Christians a bishopric was founded 
here, known by the name of Phoenicia. 

It is said that the woman, on whom the miracle 
was performed when she touched the clothes of 
Jesus, mentioned in Matthew ix. 20., lived at 
Caesarea Philippi. Eusebius, in his ecclesiastical 
history, relates that a brazen image of this woman 
stood near her house, representing her on a bended 
knee, with her hands stretched out like one im- 
ploring ; and opposite this figure there was another, 
of a man standing erect, extending his hand towards 
the woman. This statue was intended for Jesus. 
The woman’s name is said to have been Berenice. 
There was also a tradition, that at the base of the 
pedestal, on which the statue of the woman was 
placed, there grew a plant, which, rising as high as 
the hem of the brazen garment, was an antidote 
against all diseases. 2 

1 Matthew xvi. 18. 3 Translation of Eusebius’ EecL Hist 

s 2 
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Beit-jenn was to be our next halting-place. The 
day’s journey to it from Banias was very fatiguing, 
and not so interesting aa our rides had hitherto 
been. We passed close under the castle, after 
which the narrow path led us over rocky hills, and 
by sparkling brooks, with Mount Hermon on our 
left ; and although the day was sunny, we felt the 
vicinity of snowy mountains. Biding alternately 
through bogs and over stony tracks, and descending 
into ravines and valleys, we entered an open space 
where thorny shrubs grew abundantly. We were 
now so near the snow, that a servant rode up the 
side of the hill, and brought back a ball of snow, 
which was a novel sight to us, as we had not seen 
any for six years. The guide appeared to admire 
it, for as soon as it passed into his hands, he con- 
veyed it to his mouth, when it quickly disappeared. 

During the day we heard a cuckoo ; its cheerful 
note reminding one of spring — although in Syria 
one does not require to be told it is that happy 
season. 

The rest of the journey was tedious, over the 
worst possible road. Towards night we encamped 
at Beit-jenn, on a dry, grassy hill, with a very wild 
view. Below us was a bright and lively streamlet, 
and a few flat-roofed huts placed among rocks ; 
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behind were the mountains of Anti Lebanon, the 
highest of which was nearly covered with snow. 
The road all the following day was at some dis- 
tance from the range of Anti-Lebanon, and over 
unusually rocky ground. We had been grumbling 
at the latter, when suddenly we found ourselves 
sinking deeper and deeper into a bog, from which 
one of our party found it no easy matter to set his 
horse free. The guide did not escape so well ; as 
he got out of the swamp, his horse fell on its nose, 
and he upon his head, after which we complained 
no more of firm, rocky ground. 

The prospect around us became more cheerful 
towards the middle of the day. From some rising 
ground, we could perceive a range of hills in the 
horizon, in the direction of Damascus, and every 
now and then we could trace a small river winding 
through the plain. We dismounted by a stream, 
and rested two hours under some willows during 
the middle of the day, reaching Artuz in the evening. 
Here the scenery was very pretty, and the river 
Seibarani flowed close to our tents : this was for- 
merly supposed to be the Abana of Naaman , 1 but 
that stream is almost proved to fall into the Barada, 
near Fijah . 2 

> 2 Kings v. 12. 

* < Lunds of the Bible,’ Ber. Dr. Wilson, yoL ii., page 371. 
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It was a pretty ride, the next morning, from 
Artoz to Damascus. Corn-fields and olive-yards 
became numerous, and hawthorns, with their sweet 
blossoms, perfumed the air. “The walls of the 
gardens near Damascus are of clay, hardened in 
the sun, the bricks being each about a yard square, 
and formed, in situ, by the filling up of the clay 
within two boards placed parallel to one another 
as the building proceeds . 1 

“We could not fail to remember, as we came near 
to the city, Saint Paul’s journey from Jerusalem to 
Damascus, when “suddenly there shined round 
about him a light from Heaven ; and he fell to the 
earth, and heard a voice, saying — ■* Saul, Saul, why 
persecutest thou me?’” 

The approach to the city, coming from Jerusalem, 
is anything but imposing. On each side of a very 
long, ill-paved road, are miserable-looking houses 
(made of the same material as the walls of the gar- 
dens before-mentioned), and dilapidated mosques. 
I thought we must be in the suburbs ; but a» we 
rode bn, we found that we were in the ‘ pearl sur- 
rounded by emeralds,’ as Damascus has been called. 
This long paved road terminated in several nar- 
rower ones, in which butchers’-stalls were plentiful. 

We then entered the bazaar, under a roof, which 
1 ‘ Lands of the Bible,’ Rev, Dr. Wilson, vol. ii., p. 326. 
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must have been many feet above us, with shops on 
each side. Emerging from this covered place, 
through an archway with two doors— one very 
ricketty, the other prostrate — I thought we should 
now see palaces, gardens, and terraces, but there 
were still only poor-looking dwelling-houses, which 
the minarets, near them, falling into decay, seemed 
ready to crush. 

On we went, and entered a second very ex- 
tensive covered bazaar. It was very dark and 
crowded, and my horse’s head often rested on 
some turbaned gentleman’s shoulders, who seemed 
quite accustomed to this, and merely looked at me 
while he moved, as well as he could, to one side, 
where probably he would meet another horse or 
donkey. I could scarcely look at anything, having 
to guide my horse through these dark passages. 
At length we arrived at our journey’s end, and I 
was glad to dismount near a fountain in the court- 
yard of the hotel, into which I gladly entered, to 
find peace and repose in the cool, large, and 
beautiful room prepared for me. 

The outside of the hotel did not promise well. 
Nowhere more than at Damascas must one attend 
to the old proverb, “ Never go by appearances” 
— that is, as far as houses are concerned. 
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My room was as carious as it was handsome, 
large, and lofty, with a fountain in the centre. 
Steps on three sides led up to platforms, one of 
which was arranged as a sitting-room, the other 
two as sleeping apartments. The ceiling was 
about thirty feet high, of carved wood, painted red, 
green, and purple, and here and there gilt. To 
the height of about four feet, the walls were orna- 
mented with beautiful coloured designs, and the 
'floor in parts was of variegated marble. 

The hotel was built round a court, in the middle 
of which was a large fountain, shaded by a few 
trees. 

The table d’hote was on a raised floor, open on 
one side to the court. 

Quiet and repose were absolutely necessary, 
after a journey of eleven successive days on horse- 
back, and I was thankful to be able to rest and try 
to gather strength for “sight-seeing” on the 


morrow. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

DAMASCUS — ST. PAUL — STRAIGHT STREET — ARRIVAL — NUM- 
BER OP DOGS — THE BAZAAR — MOSQUE — JEWISH AND 
SYRIAN FAMILIES — ESTHER — VIEW OF DAMASCUS — LEAVE 
DAMASCUS — THE RIVER BARADA — JOURNEY TO BAALBEK 
— RUINS — LEAVE BAALBEK FOR BEYROUT — VOYAGE TO 

MARSEILLES SOCIETY AND SCENES ON BOARD THE 

STEAMER — ARRIVAL AT MARSEILLES. 

Damascus lies at the foot of Anti-Lebanon. It 
existed already in the days of Abraham , 1 and from 
the first mention of it in that patriarch’s time to the 
conversion of St. Paul, it was the site of many im- 
portant events spoken of in Biblical history. The 
prophets foretold its destruction. Amos and Jere- 
miah spoke of the burning of Benhadad’s palaces, 
and of its later days. “Therefore, her yonng 
men shall fall in her streets, and all the men of 
1 Genesis xv. 2. 
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war shall be cut off in that day, saith the Lord of 
hosts." Damascus fell in succession to the 
Babylonians, Persians, and Grecians, and had many 
different masters, including the Romans. In the 
time of St. Paul, it belonged to an Arabian Prince. 
It then became subject to the Greek emperors of 
Constantinople, and at last it was conquered by the 
Saracens. In 1301, Timour the Tartar attacked 
the city. Thus have the denunciations concerning 
it been fulfilled, and when we look at her fallen 
state, we may well exclaim, “ How is the city of 
praise not left — the city of my joy.” 1 

The bazaar, the interior of the private houses, 
and the window in the wall of the town, from 
which tradition says, St. Paul was let down in a 
basket, are the chief objects of attraction at 
Damascus. We went, of course, into the ‘ straight 
street . and the guides do not fail to shew the house 
where Ananias lived. The streets are narrowerand, 
if possible, dirtier than those of Cairo and Jerusalem, 
and the pleasure of riding or walking is much 
diminished, if not entirely destroyed, by the butchers, 
who, if they do not actually kill the sheep in the 
streets, bring them immediately afterwards to where 
the passers-by must walk close to pools of blood. 


1 Jeremiah xlix. 25 . 
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Dogs are the scavengers, and are so numerous, and 
lie about so constantly in the middle of the streets, 
that one is always stepping aside to avoid treading 
on them. They have their respective quarters in 
the city, and will allow no dog to remain out of his 
proper division. 1 once saw an intruder hunted 
out with great barking and howling. 

The bazaar is very extensive, and the same 
kinds of articles are sold there as at Cairo, and the 
scenes are similar, except that at Damascus there 
are fewer Europeans, and such a thing as a wheel 
carriage is never seen. 

Separate localities are allotted to the different 
trades, as is usual in nearly all eastern cities. 
There was a long line of shops where merchants 
displayed their costly Damascus silks, some richly 
embroidered in gold or silver. Then we passed 
nothing but harness and trappings for horses, 
worked in shells and gold threads. At one place, 
ready-made apparel for women was suspended. 
Here was the the coppersmith and the slipper 
vendor. There were enamelled pipes, embroidered 
tobacco-bags, guns, swords, and spears, some plain, 
some prettily inlaid. Then came the sweatmeat 
bazaar, where it was impossible to say whether 
children or flies were most numerous ; and to this 
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very eastern city, English prints and cottons have 
found their way in great abundance. 

There is a ruin near the large mosque. It is 
very beautiful, but difficult of access, and can only 
be approached through a house at the back of the 
bazaar, the shops of which conceal the lower part 
of the columns. On ascending a staircase leading 
to the roof of a house, one is repaid by finding the 
remains of an ancient temple. Part of an archi- 
trave remains, and a few pillars are standing. The 
ornaments of the cornice resemble those I after- 
wards saw in the smaller temple of Baalbek. I 
sketched for two hours, forgetting the flight of 
time, and little heeding the impatience of my 
guide, who wanted to hurry me away. 

The large mosque at Damascus, is said to occupy 
the site of the church formerly dedicated to St. 
John, but no stranger is allowed admittance. Hot 
far from it is a very fine khan, where the travel- 
ling merchants deposit their goods. There is a 
large fountain in the centre. The ceiling is sup- 
ported by granite pillars. 

We visited some Jewish and Syrian families. 
The poor exterior of the houses belonging to the 
wealthy inhabitants would not lead one to expect 
such lofty, handsome and highly decorated rooms 
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as are found inside. The houses are generally built 
round a large court-yard, in which there is always 
a fountain, often flowering shrubs of great beauty, 
and occasionally trees. 

The ceilings and walls of the apartments are 
mostly of wood, painted in different colours, and 
frequently ornamented with much gilding, and in- 
laid with coloured marbles and mother-of-pearl ; the 
beams being elaborately carved. The devices 
and patterns are very beautiful, and the colours 
most brilliant — some being turquoise blue, others 
green, red, or purple. In some rooms small mir- 
rors were let into the wood-work, and round the 
cornices were bunches of grapes and leaves finely 
carved in wood, and gilt. Some of the divans were 
of rich embroidered silk, with raised flowers in gold, 
and bordered with deep gold fringe. 

Like all eastern people, the inhabitants of 
Damascus are fond of European finery. 

Among all this rich furniture, I saw tables 
covered with coloured glass ornaments, and many 
nick-nacks which looked quite out of place. In 
each house there was something new and amusing 
to see. At one, the Jewish maidens were washing 
the court-yard, which was full of water ; and some 
were running nimbly along on their pattens, which 
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are at least six inches high. At another, a lady 
met ns with her hair dyed with henna. At a third, 
we saw an ancient dame with a singular head-dress ; 
very small black ostrich feathers on each side, were 
hanging close to her cheeks ; this, at a distance, 
gave her the appearance of having enormous 
whiskers — but seen nearer, she looked like an ex- 
ceedingly old and strange bird. 

Everybody who visits Damascus hears of the 
1 beautiful Esther and we were so lucky as to find 
her and her parents at home. After the murder of 
the monk, Tomaso, at Damascus, not many years 
ago, the story of which has been so often related 
by travellers, several Jews were tortured to make 
them give information as to who were the culprits. 
The father of Esther was one of those who under- 
went the most horrible sufferings. The Jewesses 
of this city shave off their eye-brows, and in their 
place paint long black and very arched streaks, 
higher or lower on their foreheads, as they think 
most becoming. These streaks meet each other 
over the bridge of the nose. 

Esther is no longer young, but must have been 
very beautiful ; her painted eye-brows did not iih- 
prove her good looks. The dress of the ladies was 
very much like that of the Jewesses in the Holy 
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City. Esther and her mother led us up to the top 
of the house to show us their handsome rooms. 

The former walked easily up and down-stairs on 
her high patterns, which were much ornamented with 
mother-of-pearl. I then understood that they are 
not only worn by waiting-maids, but by all the 
ladies, who consider them the height of fashion. 

As we entered some of the upper rooms in the 
Jewish houses, we saw small tablets fastened in the 
wall near the door ; on them were inscribed sen- 
tences taken from the law . 1 

Damascus should be first seen from the road 
which leads from Beyrout. We rode out one day 
to the tomb called Rabbet -en-Nasr, where we 
staid some time ; and, while looking down on the 
city, were fully occupied not only with its real 
story, but with the fables and legends relating to 
it; among the latter an old author, Maundrell, 
says, “ It is related that Adam was formed of the 
red earth of the plain of Damascus and from 
near where we sat, Mahomet, before he commenced 
his extraordinary career, saw Damascus for the first 

1 “Therefore shall ye layup these words in your heart, 
and in your soul, and bind them for a sign upon your hand, 
that they may be as frontlets between your eyes.” 

“And thou shalt write them upon the door-posts of thine 
house, and upon thy gates. — Deuteronomy xL 18 — 20. 
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time, and is said to have exclaimed, “ Man can 
have but one paradise, and mine is fixed above 
so he turned away, and would not enter the 
city. 

This earthly paradise, as Mahomet deemed it, is 
placed, as I have said, at the extremity of a large 
plain ; its mosques, minarets, and flat-roofed houses 
being environed by verdant gardens and a mass of 
foliage, through which the glistening Barada 1 is 
seen at intervals. As far as the eye can reach, we 
traced the direction of the route we had traversed 
since leaving Beit-jenn. 

I cannot agree with those travellers who think 
Damascus so very beautiful, and certainly not with 
Mahomet that it is an earthly paradise. 

It was a lovely day on which we left it ; and, as 
we rode up the chalky hills where the tomb we 
had visited the day before stands, we turned round 
to take a last glance at the city. The road, as we 
descended on the other side, was slippery, and the 
horse on which my maid rode fell. She was very 
much hurt; fortunately, the litter was near, and 
she was placed in it ; but there was no medical aid 
at hand. We had not gone far, however, when an 
English physician, who had been staying at 
Damascus, rode by. He kindly gave all the assist- 
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ance in his power, and promised to visit the poor 
sufferer at our encampment at the end of the day. 

This accident took away considerably from the 
pleasure of the journey. It was impossible not to 
be anxious, and we could not yet tell the extent 
of the injuries my maid had sustained. 

For a great part of the day we rode by the side 
of the Barada, the banks of which were shaded by 
willows, poplars, and hawthorns. The road was, 
as usual, very rough, but the scenery was exceed- 
ingly beautiful, and occasionally grand; passing 
through ravines between bold rocky hills, we fre- 
quently crossed the narrow winding river, which 
rushed rapidly by, often precipitating itself over 
rocks in small cascades. 

As we approached a most picturesque bridge 
with one arch, we came to a narrow gorge, near 
which was the site of Abila, 1 the capital of Abilene. 
Among the precipitous rocks of this narrow ravine 
are ruins and ancient tombs. 

When we encamped for the night in the valley 
of Zebedani, I was thankful to find my maid 
better. 

The plain in which we were was lovely ; well 
1 Luke iii— 1. 
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watered, and cultivated, and the orchards were in 
full blossom. There is a tradition that this beautiful 
vale is the site of Paradise. 

The next morning, as we pursued our journey, 
tile beauty of the country seemed to increase ; 
vineyards, orchards, and hawthorns, with their 
fragrant flowers, were numerous; while on the 
highest range of Anti-Lebanon lay the snow, as if 
it were still the month of December. On looking 
back on the valley, the fruit trees seemed also 
covered with snow, so thick were the white blos- 
soms. As we neared the mountains we were to 

♦ 

cross in order to reach Baalbek, the plain became 
less fertile. We crossed many small rivulets, which 
were constantly fed in their passage by ‘‘steep 
falling torrents,” that rushed down the sides of the 
hills. 

The scenery, as we ascended Anti-Lebanon, 
became grand and imposing. After attaining a 
very considerable height, we saw the range of 
Lebanon rising beyond the valley in which Baalbek 
is situated ; but our labours had only just begun, 
and for some hours longer we toiled up and down 
almost impracticable paths; our horses splashing 
through strong currents, that, impatient in their 
course, were 
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* Making sweet music o’er the enamell’d stones.’ 
Sometimes we rode over piles of rocks, then slid 
down over smooth, sloping, shiny slabs, or made 
our way through bushy thickets. At last we 
reached the highest point, where our horses scram- 
bled over rocks and stones heaped upon each other, 
and we, at length, began to descend, and rode 
almost on to the very roofs of the houses of a 
village built on the side of a mountain. 

We now looked down upon the valley, rich in 
pasturage and cultivation, where we intended to 
pass the night ; but as yet there was no appear- 
ance of Baalbek, when an abrupt turn in the road 
brought us suddenly within sight of those mag- 
nificent ‘ temples of the sun.’ 

We approached from the side from which the 
ruins should first be seen. I fear there is often 
more than one likes to admit in the old saying, 
that * first impressions are everything ; ’ for I had 
felt before, in quitting Damascus, and looking back 
on it from the hill-side, that, lovely as it was, I 
should have found its beauty more striking, had I 
viewed it first from that same point. 

Baalbek lies at the foot of Anti-Lebanon. When 
we arrived, the sun was setting, and part of the 
ruins were in deep shadow, while six strikingly- 

x 2 
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graceful, lofty columns retained their warm colour- 
ing, and stood out, relieved by the snowy-headed 
range of Lebanon, the highest points of which wore 
a pale rosy tint, thrown over them by the setting sun. 

Below the spot from which we gazed at this 
lovely scene, was a little lively, purling brook, with 
one bank shaded by a group of poplars, and before 
us the stony road leading down to the ruins, where 
we hoped to find our tents ; but they had not yet 
arrived, and did not come for a long and weary 
hour after we had dismounted. When they did 
come, the procession of horses and mules, laden 
with baggage, was led by the litter containing my 
poor maid, who had been again upset, but this 
time, fortunately, without injury. I sat on a rock 
till the tents were pitched, too tired that evening 
to look at or admire anything. 

We stayed one entire day at Baalbek. I passed 
my time in exploring, or trying to sketch bits of the 
ruins at some little distance. 

1 could not decide at what time these fine temples 
were seen to most advantage — whether early, when 
the morning sun lit up the richly carved foliage of 
the capitals ; at sunset, as I saw them yesterday ; 
or by moonlight, when the six pillars looked even 
taller and more graceful than by day. 
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Baalbek is supposed to be alluded to in the eighth 
chapter of the Song of Solomon, under the name of 
Baalhamon. Josephus and Pliny mention Baal- 
bek under the name of Heliopolis ; but of the 
history of these temples but little is really known. 
There is a legend that they were built by angels at 
the command of Solomon. 

Heliopolis has shared the fate of many other 
cities in Syria, having been pillaged by the fol- 
lowers of Mahomet, taken by the Crusaders, and 
sacked by Timour-beg, previous to its falling into 
the hands of the Turks. 

The ruins are very extensive, consisting of a 
large and a smaller temple ; of the former nothing 
remains but a colonnade with six pillars. 

The roof of the smaller temple is gone, but the 
carvings of flowers, leaves, and fruit over the door 
leading into it are exquisite. The enormous size 
of the stones in some parts of the facing, intended 
to conceal, according to Wilson, the masonry on 
which the peristyles of the temple stand, is very 
striking ; one was measured and found to be sixty- 
nine feet in length, thirteen in depth, and eighteen 
in breadth. 

There are so many accounts of Baalbek, by dif- 
ferent travellers, who have entered into minute 
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details of the rich and beautifully finished orna- 
ments, and the perfect proportions of all parts 
of these ruins, that it would be superfluous in me 
to add any further description. 

1 had lately seen those gigantic and wonderful 
works, the temples of Egypt. They seemed to me 
as if raised by giants — such as the five Pandoos, to 
whom the Hindoos attribute all gigantic under- 
takings — but these at Baalbek, though no less vast 
and stupendous, were in their effect light and grace- 
ful, as if they had been the work of fairies. 

Our wanderings in Syria were now drawing to a 
close ; two days more would see us at Beyrout. 

We continued in the “ Lands of the Bible ” till 
we reached the shore of the Mediterranean, and I 
felt every day more reluctant to leave a country 
still “ so full of hope and promise,” and would 
willingly, had it been possible, have retraced my 
steps, and visited again all the places I had seen 
since my arrival at Jaffa. 

I feel sure that those who have enjoyed their 
first visit to the Holy Land would more fully ap- 
preciate a second one ; they would see more, feel 
more, think more — in a word, realize more. 

We crossed the range of Lebanon after leaving 
Baalbek, and the scenery became grander every hour. 
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The second day we had a magnificent view of the 
Mediterranean in the direction of Beyrout, and the 
range of mountains on which we were seemed to 
extend into the very sea. The path was very steep, 
and full of large loose stones, which the peasants had 
thrown out of their fields, and our horses were in 
consequence tripping every minute. 

The ravines and sides of the lowest hill? were 
richly wooded, and at every turn of the road there 
were glorious prospects. We rode through every 
variety of beautiful scenery — along streams twisting 
and winding between low rocky banks ; in narrow 
defiles, with rugged mountains towering up in- 
to the sky ; through valleys and fields ; by hills 
covered with pines ; (here and there was a cedar of 
small size), and towards noon of the second day we 
descended to Beyrout, passing through shaded lanes. 
Among the trees were cactuses, and the beautiful 
neem (Indian lilac tree.) 

Beyrout 1 is beautifully situated on the shore of 
the Mediterranean, at the distance of about four 
miles from the foot of Mount Lebanon. The view 
from the hotel was very fine. The snow on the 

1 It seems uncertain whether any place mentioned in the 
Bible can be identified with Beyrout. Dr. Bobinson says 
it may be the Berothai of the Hebrew Scriptures. Bib : 
Res: voL iii. pages 441, 442. 
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highest range of the Lebanon glistening in the noon- 
day sun ; the nearer mountains being well wooded up 
to their summits. Since Waee, in the Deccan, I had 
not seen such a landscape, combining every requisite 
for a lovely picture. During our short stay at 
Beyrout, I was unable to go out, having caught cold 
the last night of our tent life. I therefore passed 
the day sketching and looking at the enchanting 
view from the long gallery of the hotel. After 
two days’ rest at Beyrout, we embarked on board a 
French steamer that was to take us to Alexandria. 

I had been in many steamers in my time, and tra- 
versed many seas, seen many strange things, and 
stranger people, but the extraordinary melange of hu- 
man beings in this boat surpassed all I had ever met 
with. A steamer from one of these eastern ports is 
something like the toy called a * Noah’s ark.* You 
do not know what you may take out first — a dove 
or a lion — a lamb or a wolf. So in a steamer 
from the east, one has no idea what one may first 
light upon, whether a Sister of Charity returning to 
France, or an Arab bound to Mecca — a French 
countess, or a Scotch missionary. 

All the European ladies were settling themselves 
in a very tiny cabin, and the greatest confusion 
prevailed — women, children, boxes, packages, 
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trunks of all sizes, bags of all shapes, being crowded 
together in one indistinguishable mass. 1 peeped 
into the cabin, the door would scarcely open, and I 
retreated, hearing the cries of some young and re- 
fractory member of the society. I had a cabin to 
myself, having either by fair or unfair means in- 
gratiated myself into the favour of the good 
stewardess, who gave me up her own. It was very 
small of course ; but I was alone, and that is not a 
trifling comfort on board a steamer. 

Dinner — a great event on board ship, and one 
which occupies the minds of many as soon as they 
have dispatched their breakfast (some persons when 
at sea thinking the miseries of the day are half 
over when dinner is announced) — was served as 
soon as we had weighed anchor. 

What a society it was of which we had become 
members! One side of the steamer was occupied by 
Greeks and Turks, and the other side was given up 
to Christians. A cadi from Damascus took up his 
quarters on neutral ground, his carpet being spread 
in the middle of the deck, and close to the stem ; 
his hareem was placed on the side next the Greeks 
and Turks. 

The ladies of the hareem were completely se- 
parated from everybody, their retreat being pro- 
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tected by thick walls of canvass on all sides, 
except the one open to the sea. 

How miserable this family looked ! They were, 
including children, five in number. There was one 
large sofa, on which they sat huddled up together : 
on the ground were bedding, clothes, water-jars, 
and copper cooking vessels, all, pdle~mele, untidy 
and dirty. 

We touched at Jaffa the morning after leaving 
Beyrout. A great many persons came off, and the 
small vessel was soon filled to overflowing. All is 
so monotonous on board a ship, that the sight of 
a sea-gull, or a porpoise popping its head out of 
the water, affords a subject of conversation to the 
passengers for the rest of the day ; great, therefore, 
was the excitement when we heard that three 
horses were coming off from Jaffa. Two were 
hoisted up very successfully from the small and 
inconvenient boats in which they were brought, 
but as the third reached the side of the steamer, it 
began kicking furiously, and sprung into the sea. 
The side of the ship at which this took place was 
that occupied by the Greeks and Turks ; conse- 
quently, the Franks had to rush into their quarter 
to see the horses. 

Everybody but myself ran to every gelat-tahle 
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place to see the horse splashing in the water. One 
gentleman not being able to see, made a dart at the 
back of the sofa, inside the hareem. I saw his wild 
project, and that he meant to. penetrate the canvass, 
and suggested to him that it was not advisable to 
invade the privacy of the Ottoman dames. He 
heeded not my advice, and began climbing over ; 
but ere he had time to alight among them, a pierc- 
ing scream caused him to make a hasty retreat. 
As I was waiting for the result of his bold attempt, 
and knew indeed it would thus terminate, I was 
much amused. 

In the meantime, the poor scared horse had swam 
out some little distance — the boats of the ship fol- 
lowing it. At last one overtook it, and a man 
caught its bridle ; but the animal got away again, 
was pursued, and at last caught by the tail ; the 
reins were also secured, and the sailors succeeded 
in keeping its head up as it swam along by the side 
of the boat till it reached the steamer, when it was 
hoisted on board quite exhausted. 

The cadi had his mattress, with a cotton cover- 
ing, spread over it. He was really as grave ‘ as a 
judge.’ He took no notice of his family, but sat 
with his pipe (which an attendant frequently reple- 
nished) by his side, and near him was an ample 
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supply of oranges. His dinner was brought to him 
by two of his servants. It was of a simple kind, 
but far from inviting. Before him was placed a 
black jar, and a black spoon, a tin mug, a plateful 
of meat cut up into large lumps — much like what 
would be given to a big dog — and which soon dis- 
appeared. In the black jar were curds and milk. 
Then this old gentleman performed his ablutions. 
A servant brought a large tin basin, and he pro- 
ceeded to wash his face and hands — which certainly 
seemed to require the operation — a carpet was 
spread, and he began his prayers, bowing and pros- 
trating himself in the direction of Mecca ; this 
done, he was made very comfortable by his attend- 
ants, who arranged his pipe, and he sank down 
with his Koran in his hand, among his pillows, 
where he reclined till the time for his devotions 
again returned. 

All the Mahomedans on board attended to their 
hours of prayer, which made Monsieur le Com- 
mandant say to me — “ Ah ! ces gens sont tr&s 
religieux, ils sont trh Men." 

Amongst the passengers were two strongly-built 
Sisters of Charity, in long flannel robes, snow-white 
caps, and aprons. These ladies were accompanied 
by a ‘ lady superior/ tall, severe-looking, observing 
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everything and everybody. There were travelling 
gentlemen with coats like bakers, and hats like 
coal-heavers ; a long, lank Presbyterian missionary 
looking very shy at a number of Roman Catholic 
priests. Then a line of Germans, French, English, 
and Americans, alj smoking pipes or cigars. There 
was a Jewish doctor of medicine, a French traveller 
from Abyssinia, families from Ceylon and Australia, 
and a youth who might have sat for the picture of 
‘ Smike’ 

I made acquaintance with an old French lady, 
who would know who I was, and insisted on having 
my 1 carte de visite She was past seventy years 
of age; had ridden to Jerusalem ‘pour faire ses 
paques had been thrown from her horse, but 
was none the worse for it. She showed me 
all her treasures and relics, gathered in her 
journey. From her rosary was suspended a cross 
given her by a priest as a charm against light- 
ning. Then a little piece of yellow wax blessed 
by another priest as a preventive of all mishaps 
« par t&rre etpar mer.” I thought it a pity she had 
not profited by this charm when she fell from her 
horse. I remarked to her that I concluded she 
did not really believe in the efficacy of these talis- 
mans. “ Ah si, madame ! tout est foi chez nous,” 
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which I thought must be the case. Of course she 
had a piece of the real cross, and innumerable bits 
of saints’ bones. Seeing I could not enter warmly 
into her feelings in regard to these matters, she 
held up her rosary, and shakiGg it triumphantly at 
me, cried out — “ Ah, madame, vous n’avez pas de 
foi vous n’avez rien du tout.” I assured her that 
I had a great deal of faith, but that it was of quite 
a different nature from tier own ; but she left me, 
thinking, no doubt, I was a wretched unbeliever, 
and by no means a subject for conversion, in which 
latter surmise she was perfectly right. 

At Alexandria, where our cadi, together with the 
other pilgrims to Mecca, left us, we heard news of 
the war with Russia ; and our old friend, Abousaid, 
came on board to meet us, with a joyful coun- 
tenance, saying — “All Greek here told to go: 
* she’ go immediately.”" 

On the voyage from Alexandria to Malta, there 
was very little that was interesting or amusing. 
The weather was bad ; the ladies were ill ; the 
children had fortunately no “ sea legs,” and were 
kept below; the gentlemen consoled themselves 
with their cigars ; the French lady with her relics ; 
And when we arrived at Malta, all were in a hurry 
to land. Everybody was running against some- 
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body else. Self alone was thought of, and the love 
of one’s neighbour completely forgotten. When I 
came on deck in the morning I saw a very large 
package, quite six feet long, wrapt in a strong 
matting; on it, in large letters, was written 
“Madame la Supdrieure.” What can it be, thought 
I, it cannot be the lady herself? Then I thought 
it was a most gigantic violincello. I could not rest 
till I had solved the mysftry. It turned out to be 
the mummy of a crocodile, which “Madame la 
Superieure ” was taking from Cairo as a souvenir to 
a friend at Antwerp ! 

After passing a few hours at Malta, we went on 
to Marseilles, where our pilgrimage and wanderings 
of many years terminated ; and from thenceforth 
no new wares were added to the diverse contents of 
“the Chow-Chow basket.'’ 


THE END. 
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Translation of the copy of the ancient record regarding the 
delivery of the Port and Island of Bombay by His Excellency 
Antonio de Mello e Castro of His Most Faithful Majesty' 8 
Council , Viceroy and Captain General of India , in the name and 
behalf of His Most Faithful Majesty Don Affonco , 6th, to 
Humphrey Cooke , Esq., Vice-Governor, for, and in behalf of 
His Serene Majesty Charles II., King of Great Britain, §c. $c. 

(Extracted, by permission oftbe late Viceroy, Don M. de Portugal, from 
the Archives of Goa, and communicated by Major T. B. Jervis, F.R.S.) 

In the Registry of the Royal orders for the year 1665, 
which is, in this Secretariate of State of India, in folio 54 } 
is found together with a letter written by His Excellency the 
Viceroy Antonio de Mello e Castro in the said season to His 
Majesty, a treaty of the surrender and delivery of the Island 
of Bombay, in the following manner : 

In the name of God, Amen. Be it known to all to whom 
this public instrument of the possession and delivery of the 
Port and Island of Bombay shall come, that in the year of 
our Lord 1665 in the 18th day of February of the said year, 
then and there being in the said Port and Island of Bombay, 
which is of the Jurisdiction of Bassein, — at the large house 
VOX* IL U 
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of the Lady Donna Ignez de Miranda widow of the deceased 
Dorn Rodrigo de Moneato ; present, Luis Mendes de Vas- 
conceilos of His Majesty’s Council and Overseer of His 
Majesty’s Estates in India, and Doctor Sebastiao Alvares 
Migos, Chancellor of the Court of Justice at Goa, the Ve- 
readores and other officers of the Chamber of the said city of 
Bassein, as also one Humphrey Cooke (which name in the 
Portuguese or Spanish language would be Inofre Cooke) 
Governor of the warlike men of His Majesty the King of 
Great Britain, and Ensign John Tome and other persons of 
the English nation, being all present with me, the undersigned 
Notary Public. When it was declared by the said Luis 
Mendes de Vasconcellos, and Doctor Sabastiao Alvares 
Migos that, they had come there from the city of Goa, by 
order of the Viceroy and Captain General of India, Antonio 
de Mello e Castro, who had sent them, giving them two 
letters from the King our master, and his, the said Viceroy’s, 
directions : with the credential from His Majesty the King 
of Great Britain, and the commission by which Sir Abraham 
Shipman had made and appointed the said Humphrey Cooke 
to succeed him on his death : all which are hereunder copied 
as follows. 2 

No. 1. 

I, Antonio de Mello e Castro Viceroy and Captain 
General, &c., maketh known to all to whom this Alvara (or 
instrument) may come, that, whereas, in conformity with 
the order received from His Majesty to deliver the port and 
town of Bombay unto the person nominated by His Majesty 
the King of Great Britain, I have for this purpose appointed 
and nominated Luis Mendes de Vasconcellos, &c., and Doctor 
Sebastiao Alvares Migos. And, as it is expedient that, for 
the better definition of all which on this occasion they shall 
have to treat about, they should be invested with sufficient 
powers, such as the nature of the matter requires, and having 

1 Only a selection of these documents is h#re printed. 
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full confidence in the abovenamed persons, that they will act 
in a manner most pleasing to His Majesty, and satisfactory 
to His Most Serene Majesty the King of Great Britain, I am 
pleased to grant unto them, and do hereby grant unto the 
said Luis Mendes de Vasconcellos and Sebastiao Alvares 
Migos, my full power and authority to determine upon, and 
remove, all and whatever doubts may arise, observing never- 
theless the instructions I have ordered to be given them; and 
every act of theirs conformable thereto shall have the same 
effect and validity as if done, determined and ordered by me. 
Provided, however, that in the event of any case offering 
where they cannot proceed agreeably to my order, they shall 
acquaint me with every particular, and with their opinion 
thereon, to enable me to resolve upon the same as may be 
most convenient. 

I do accordingly notify to the Captains of the Cities of 
Chaul and Bassein, to the Factor and Judges thereof and to 
all other Ministers of Estates and Justice, officers and other 
persons whom this may concern ; and I do hereby order and 
direct them to comply with this Alvara, and to see that it is 
wholly and fully complied with, kept, observed and obeyed 
without the least doubt, &c., as if it were given in the name 
of His Majesty, &c., &c., &c. 

Written by N. Ferreira, at Panjin. 

The 10th January, 1665. 


No. 2. 

To Antonio de Mello e Castro, &c. 

My Friend, — I the King send to you greeting. By the 
article of the contract which has been agreed on with the 
King of England, my good brother and cousin, concerning 
the dowry of the Queen his consort, my well-beloved and 
esteemed sister, which you will receive with this letter, you 
will understand why and how the port and country of Bom- 
bay belong to him, and the obligation I am under to direct 

U 2 
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the same to be delivered over to him. Immediately on your 
arrival at the States of India, you will ask for the credentials 
from the King, by which you may ascertain the person to 
whom possession shall be given, and make the cession. And 
you will accordingly cause the same to be made in the 
manner and form of that capitulation, observing the same 
yourself, and causing -the whole and every part thereof to be 
duly observed $ and that the whole may be committed to 
writing very clearly and distinctly, &c. And you will send 
the same to me by different conveyances, in order to settle 
and adjust the acquittance of the dowry promised to the 
King. By the other articles of that treaty it will be present 
to you the union we celebrated, and the obligation the King 
is under to afford me succour in all my urgencies and neces- 
sities, &c. &c. 

(Signed) King. 

Written at Lisbon, 9th April, 1-662. 

No. 3. 

To Antonio de Mello e Castro, 

Governor, <fec. 

My Friend, — I the King send you greeting. By way of 
England intelligence reached me that in the States of India 
doubts have arisen with respect to the delivery of the town 
of Bombay to the order of the King of England, my good 
brother and cousin, in conformity with mine, which you 
carried with you. At which I was greatly surprised and 
much grieved ; because, besides the reasons of convenience 
of this Crown, and more especially of the State of India, 
which made it necessary for me to take that Resolution, I 
wish much to give the King of England my brother every 
satisfaction. For these and other considerations, and as the 
King my brother must have sent fresh orders removing every 
doubt there might have originated from those he sent first, I 
therefore direct and order that you do, in compliance with 
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those orders of mine which you carried with you, cause to 
execute the said delivery punctually and without the least 
contravention, as the matter does not admit of any, and the 
delay is very prejudicial ; and by your complying herewith 
as I expect, I shall consider myself well served by you, &c. 
&c. <&c, 

(Signed) Kino. 

Written at Lisbon, 16th August, 1663. 

No. 4. 

Articles by which Bombay was delivered by Antonio de Mello e 
Castro, Viceroy and Captain General , 

The island of Bombay shall be delivered to the English 
with a declaration, that, whereas the other islands under the 
jurisdiction of Bassein have through the bay of the said 
island of Bombay, their commerce, trade, and navigation 
with equal rights, liberty and freedom, the said English shall 
never prevent, nor cause any impediment thereto, nor levy 
any tribute or gabelle, neither on the exportation of salt or 
other merchandise of those islands, nor on any other articles 
that may be brought there from abroad. And it shall be 
free for all vessels loaded or empty, to navigate from the 
said islands, and territories of the Portuguese or other 
nations that trade with them. And the subjects of the King 
of Great Britain shall not oblige them to discharge or pay 
duties at their Custom-house, &c., and they shall enjoy good 
treatment, and free admission to the ports of our territories 
as they have hitherto enjoyed. That neither the port of 
Bandora on the island of Salsette, nor any other ports of 
that island shall be impeded, and all vessels from the said 
port or ports shall be allowed to pass and repass freely ; and 
the English shall not allege that they pass under their guns’ 
because it is on this condition that the island is delivered to 
them ; and they cannot expect more than what is allowed 
them by the articles of the marriage treaty, &c. 
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That the English shall not receive my deserters from the 
Portuguese territory nor shall they under any pretence what- 
ever conceal or protect them, as this is the most effectual 
means of preserving peace between the two crowns, and of 
avoiding future injuries; and they shall engage to deliver 
up all such deserters to the Captain, for the time being, of 
the city of Bassein. And as many Gentoos who may have 
in their charge goods and money belonging to Portuguese 
or other subjects of His Majesty, by way of retaining the 
same, may flee to Bombay and place themselves under the 
protection of the English flag, all such persons shall be ap- 
prehended until they shall satisfy the demands against them, 
or on their failing to do this, shall be delivered over to the 
Captain of Bassein, in order to satisfy the just claims of the 
parties whose property they have possessed themselves of. 

That the English shall not interfere in matters of faith, 
nor compel the inhabitants of the island of Bombay to 
change their religion, or attend their sermons, and shall 
permit ecclesiastics to exercise their functions without the 
least impediment, this being a condition specified in the 
articles of peace under which the delivery of Bombay is 
made, &c. 

That the fleets of the King of Portugal shall at all times 
have free ingress and egress into and from the said har- 
bour of Bombay, &c. 

That all persons who may possess estates on the island of 
Bombay, whether resident on the said island or residing 
elsewhere, shall be free to farm their estates or sell the same 
on the best terms they may bo able to obtain, and should 
the English require the said estates, they shall give for them 
their fair and just value, &c. 

That the inhabitants of the islands of Salsette and Caran- 
jah and other places under the Portuguese shall freely fish 
in the said bay and rivei, and the arm of the sea which 
divides Bombay from Salsette, and the English shall not at 
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any time prevent them, nor shall the English at any time, 
under any pretence whatever demand any tribute on this 
account. 

That the Carumbies, Bandaries or other inhabitants of 
the villages belonging to the Portuguese shall not be admit- 
ted into Bombay, and all such persons resorting there shall 
be immediately delivered up to their respective masters, and 
the same shall be observed with respect to slaves who may 
run away, and likewise with regard to artificers who may 
leave the Portuguese territory and go to Bombay ; they shall 
all be immediately delivered up ; and if the English should at 
any time require the services of these artificers, they shall 
apply to the Captain of Bassein, who will allow them for a 
limited time, &c. 

That in case any deserters from the Portuguese should offer 
to change tlieir religion and pass to the confession of the 
English (to prevent them being restored to the Portuguese), 
the said English shall not consent thereto; and the same 
shall be observed on the part of the Portuguese with regard 
to persons who may desert to their territories. 

That although the manor right of the Lady proprietrix of 
Bombay is taken away, the estates are not to be interfered 
with, or taken away from her, unless it be of her free will, 
she being a woman of quality, they are necessary for her 
maintenance. But after her death and when her heirs suc- 
ceed to the estates, the English may, if they choose, take 
them on paying for the same their just value,* as is provided 
in the case of other proprietors of estates ; and should the 
English now wish to take her houses to build forts there- 
with, they shall immediately pay her their just value. 

That persons possessing revenue at Bombay denved 
either from Patrimonial or Crown lands shall continue to 
possess them with the same rights as before, and shall not 
be deprived thereof, except in cases which the law of Por- 
tugal directs, and their sons and descendants shall succeed 
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to them with the same rights and claims ; and those who 
may sell the said estates shall transfer to the purchasers the 
same rights in perpetuity, that the purchasers may enjoy 
the same, and their successors in like manner. 

That the Parish priests, and monks, or regular clergy 
residing in Bombay shall have all due respect paid them as 
agreed to, and the churches shall not be taken for any use 
whatever, nor sermons preached in them, and those who 
may attempt it shall be punished in such manner as may 
serve as an example. 

That the inhabitants of Bombay and the landowers of 
that island shall not be obliged to pay more than the foras 
they used to pay to His Majesty, this condition being ex- 
pressly mentioned in the treaty. 

That there shall be a good understanding and reciprocal 
friendship between both parties, rendering one another every 
good office, like good friends, as this was the object of deli- 
vering this and other places, and the intention of His 
Most Serene Majesty the King of Great Britain, as appears 
by the treaty made and entered into by and between the two 
Crowns. 

Antonio de Meixo e Castro. 

Given at Panjin, 8th Jan., 1665. 


No. 5. 

• Instrument of Possession . 

Possession was accordingly given and delivery 
made of the port and island of Bombay, which com- 
prehends in its territories the villages of Mazagon, 
Parell, Worlee, &c., and the said Governor Humphrey 
Cooke accepted and received the same in the name of 
His Serene Majesty the King of Great Britain, in the 
manner and form laid down in the instructions from the 
Viceroy Antonio de Mello e Castro. By all and every 
declaration, clause, and condition in the said instructions; 
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which are fully expressed and declared, he promised (in the 
name of His Majesty the King of Great Britain) to abide ; 
and, saying, aasuring, and promising so to do, he took per- 
sonally possession of the said port and island of Bombay, 
walking thereupon, taking in his hands earth and stones 
thereof, entering, and walking upon, its bastions, &c., and 
performing other like acts, which, in right, were necessary, 
without any impediment or contradiction, quietly and peace- 
ably, that His Majesty the King of Great Britain might 
have, possess, and become master (also his heirs and suc- 
cessors) of the said island. 

And the inhabitants thereof, gentlemen and proprietors ot 
estates within the circuit and territories of the said island, 
who now pay foras to the King our Master, shall pay the 
same henceforth to His Majesty the King of Great Britain. 
And the same L. M. de Vasconcellos, S. Alvares Migos, and 
the Governor Humphrey Cooke, have ordered this instru- 
ment to be drawn up, and copies thereof given to parties 
requiring it, and that the same shall be registered in the 
book of the Tower of Goa, and in that of the Chamber of 
the city of Bassein, and of the factory of the said city, and at 
all other suitable places ; and that the necessary declarations 
shall be recorded in those books, that at all times may appear 
the manner in which this possession was given and delivery 
made. And as they thus ordered this public instrument to 
be prepared, they, the said L. Mendes de Vasconcellos, &c., 
&c., have put their names thereto in testimony of their 
having made the said delivery, and the Governor Humphrey 
Cooke, his, in testimony of his having accepted pos- 
session, &c., &c. 

(Signed) Antonio Montiera de Fonceja, 
Notary Public of the city of Bassein, &c. 1 

1 Proceedings of the Bombay Geographical Society, Report on the 
Landed Tenures of Bombay, by T. Warden, Esq.— communicated by 
Major T. B. Jervis. 
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2 HURST AND BLACKETT’S NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


MEMOIRS OF THE COURT OF THE REGENCY. 

From Original Family Documents. By the DUKE OF BUCKING* 
HAM AND CHANDOS, K.G. t vols. 8vo., with Portraits, 30s. bound. 

“Here are two more goodly volumes on the English Court; volumes full of new 
sayings, pictures, anecdotes, and scenes. The Duke of Buckingham travels over nine years 
of English history. But what years those were, from 1811 to 1820 ! What events at home 
and abroad they bore to the great bourne !— from the accession of the Regent to power to 
the death of George 1 11. —including the fall of Perceval; the invasion of Russia, and the 
war in Spain; the battles of Salamanca and Borodino; the Are of Moscow; the retreat of 
Napoleon ; the conquest of Spain ; the surrender of Napoleon ; the return from Elba; the 
Congress of Vienna; the Hundred Days ; the crowning carnage of Waterloo; the exile to 
St. Helena; the return of the Bourbons ; the settlement of Europe; the public scandals at 
the English Court ; the popular discontent, and the massacre of Peterloo ) On many parts 
of this story the documents published by the Duke of Buckingham cast new jets of light, 
clearing up much secret history. Old stories are confirmed— new traits of character are 
brought out. In short, many new and pleasant additions are made to our knowledge of 
those times.”— Athenaeum. 

** Invaluable, as showing the true light in which many of the stirring events of the 
Regency are to be viewed. The lovers of Court gossip will also find not a little for their 
edification and amusement .” — Literary Gazette . 

** These volumes cover a complete epoch, the period of the Regency — a period of large 
and stirring English history. To the Duke of Buc kingham, who thus, out of his family 
archives, places within our reach authentic and exceedingly minute pictures of the governors 
of England, we owe grateful acknowledgements. His papers abound In fresh lights on old 
topics, and in new illustrations and anecdotes. The intrinsic value of the letters is enhanced 
by the judicious setting of the explanatory comment that accompanies them, which is put 
together with much care and honesty.”— Examiner. 


LORD GEORGE BENTINCK: A POLITICAL BIO- 

GRAPHY. By the RIGHT HON. B. DISRAELI, M.P. Fifth and cheaper 
Edition, Revised. Post 8vo. I Os. 6d. bound. 

u This biography cannot fail to attract the deep attention of the public. We are bound 
to say, that as a political biography we have rarely, If ever, met with ubook more dexterously 
handled, or more replete with interest. The history of the famous session of 1846, as 
written by Disraeli in that brilliant and pointed style of whit h he is so consummate a master, 
is deeply interesting. He has traced this memorable struggle with a vivacity and power 
unequalled as yet In any narrative of Parliamentary proceedings.” — Blackwood Vr Mag. 


LORD PALMERSTON’S OPINIONS AND POLICY; AS 

Minister, Diplomatist, and Statesman, during more than Forty Years 
of Public Life. 1 vol. 8vo with Portrait, 7s. 6d. bound. 

“ This work ought to have a place in every politic|l library. It gives a complete view 
cf the sentiments apd opinions by which the policy of Lord Palmerston has been dictated as 
diplomatist and statesman.”— Chronicle. 

„ This is a remarkable and seasonable publication ; but it is something more— it Is a 
valuable addition to the historical treasures of our country during more than forty of the 
most memorable years of our annals. We earnestly recommend the volume to general 
perusal.” — Standard. 
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MEMOIRS OF THE COURT AND CABINETS OF 

GEORGE THE THIRD, From Original Family Documents. By 
the DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM AND CIIANDOS, K.G., &c. The 
Third and Fourth Volumes, comprising the period from 1800 to 1810, 
and completing this important work. 8vo., with Portraits. 30s. bound. 

From the Times.— “These volumes consist in the main, of letters written by the two 
brothers. Lord Grenville, and Mr. T. Grenville, to their elder brother, the Marquis of 
Buckingham, for his information as to the political circumstances of the time. In the two 
former volumes a great amount of curious gossip, and of valuable information, was 
contained relative to the formation of the Coalition Ministry, the King’s illness in 1788, 
and the early period of the war with revolutionary France. Volumes 3 and 4 take up the 
tale where volumes 1 and 2 had left it ; and herein we find a connected narrative of the 
many stirring historical events which occurred between 1800, when Lord Grenville and 
Talleyrand were iu correspondence respecting Bonaparte’s proposals for peace, until the 
return of the Kingfci malady in 1810 and the debates in Parliament relative to the regency. 
The present collection is more valuable than the last, inasmuch as Lord Grenville, having 
attained higher dignity and experience, is a more dispassionate observer of passing events. 
Whoever would desire to read the running comments of so eminent and well informed a 
man as Lord Grenville upon a decade so interesting as that of 1800—10, would do well to 
consult these volumes. Lord Grenville was certainly among the most far-sighted men of 
his time; and to him, from the first, belongs the credit of appreciating truly Napoleon 
Bonaparte’s position and designs. He did so even to a higher degree than Pitt ; and it is 
most remarkable how far his predictions have been verified by the event, even when 
submitted to the sharp test of the judgment of posterity. The principal points on which 
light is thrown by the present correspondence are, the negociations before and after the 
Treaty of Amiens until the time of its rupture — the true character of Addington’s Adminis- 
tration, and the relations between ‘The Doctor’ and Pitt— the formation of the Pitt and 
Sldmouth Cabinet, when the King’s prejudices against Charles Fox were found to be insur- 
mountable — the Grenville and Fox short Administration— the Duke of Portland’s Cabinet— 
the expedition to Portugal, with its climax at Cintra— the Duke of York’s scandal with Mrs. 
Clarke— Sir John Moore’s retreat, with the eurlier Spanish campaigns of Sir Arthur Wel- 
lesley, and, finally, the disastrous Walcheren affair. There is much curious matter inter 
posed in the shape of prtcis upon the situation of affairs written from time to time by Lord 
Grenville himself; and perhaps still more curious reports made to the Marquis of Bucking* 

ham by a certain - — , whose name remains a mystery, but who seems to have been 

tolerably well acquainted with the arcana imperii at the beginning of the century. There 
Is much in these volumes which well deserves perusal. There is a portion of their contents 
which possesses nearly as high a claim upon our instant and careful consideration as the 
Minutes of the Sebastopol Committee.” 

From the Athenjeum.— “ The present volumes exhibit the same features as the former 
portion of the series. The generul reader is entertained, and the reader for historical 
purposes is enlightened* Of their value and importance, there cannot be two opinions.” 


THE LIVES OF PHILIP HOWARD, 

ARUNDEL, AND OF ANNE DACRES, HIS WIFE. 
Original MSS. By the DUKE OF NORFOLK, E.M. 
10s. 6d. 


EARL OF 

Edited from the 
1 vol. antiqae, 
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HURST AND BLACKETT’S NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAST FOUR 

POPES. By His Eminence CARDINAL WISEMAN. 8vo. Portraits. (In 
the Press.) 

EASTERN HOSPITALS AND ENGLISH NURSES; 

The Narrative of Twelve Months' Experience in the Hospitals of Koulali 
and Scutari. By A LADY VOLUNTEER. Third and Cheaper Edition, 

1 vol. post 8vo. with Illustrations, 6s. bound. 

** A production which, not only In the subject. matter, but in its treatment, is filled with 
the purest and best evidences of womanly tenderness. What the nurses did for our sick 
and wounded soldiers— -how they ministered to their wants and assuaged their sufferings — 
how that composite body of hired attendants, sisters, nuns, and lady volunteers, worked 
together for a common object— how their duties were apportioned— and how, in health or 
illness, their time passed away— are all faithfully and minutely detailed in these volumes, 
‘Eastern Hospitals and English Nurses’ will, no doubt, command a good circulation.” 
—The Time x. 

“The story of the noble deeds done by Miss Nightingale and her devoted sisterhood 
will never be more effectively told than in the beautiful narrative contained in these 
volumes .”— John Bull. * 

“Our readers will find much to interest them in the Lady Volunteer’s account of her 
labours.” — Atheneeum. 

JOURNAL OF ADVENTURES WITH THE BRITISH 

ARMY, from the Commencement of the War to the Fall of Sebastopol. 
By GEORGE CAVENDISH TAYLOR, late 95th Regiment. 2 vols. 
post 8vo., 21s. hound. 

“ The evidence these volumes contain is exceedingly valuable. The real state of things 
is here exhibited John Bull. 

“There was scarcely an occurrence of any importance that Mr. Taylor was not an eye- 
witness of. Balaklava, Inkermann, Kertch, the operations in the Sea of Azof, Anapa, the 
storming of the Malakoff and the Redan, and the takiug possession of Sebastopol — each 
event is detailed in that concise hut clear, piofessional style which we have not met with 
before .” — United Service Gazette. 

“Mr. Taylor’s Journal is valuable for its genuineness, and for the extent of experience 
embraced in it.”— Examiner. 

TURKEY: ITS HISTORY AND PROGRESS; FROM 

THE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF SIR JAMES PORTER, 
Fifteen Years Ambassador at Constantinople, continued to the Present Time, 
with a Memoir of Sir James Porter, by his Grandson, SIR GEORGE 
LARPENT, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations. 16s. bound. 

“This highly interesting work consists of two parts. The first volume, ufter a memoir 
of Sir James Porter, proceeds to give a general description of the Turkish Empire, of its 
natural and industrial productions, and its commerce, a sketch of its history from the in- 
vasion of Europe to the reign of Sultan Mahmud II., and an account of the religion and 
the civil institutions of the Turks, and of their mauners and customs, chiefly from the 
data supplied by the papers of Sir James Porter. In the second volume we are made ac- 
quainted with Turkey as it is j the religious and civil government of Turkey, its Legislature, 
the state of education in the Empire, its finances, its military and naval strength, and the 
social condition of the Turks, are all i ri succession brought under review. The work gives a fuller 
and more life-like picture of the present state ot the Ottoman Empire, than any other work with 
which we are acquainted.”— John Bull. 
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ELIZABETH DE VALOIS, QUEEN OF SPAIN, AND 

THE COURT OF PHILIP II. From numerous unpublished sources in 
the Archives of France, Italy, and Spain. By MISS FREER. 2 vols. 
post 8vo. with fine Portraits by Heath, 21s. 

“Such a book as the memoir of Elizabeth de Valois is a literary treasure which will be 
the more appreciated as its merits obtain that reputation to which they most justly are 
entitled. Miss Freer has done her utmost to make the facts of Elizabeth’s, Don Carlos', and 
Philip II. *8 careers fully known, as they actually transpired. The pains this intelligent 
lady must have been at to have secured the means for so trustworthy a history, cannot but 
have been very great; doubtless she will be rewarded by finding this, her last and certainly 
her best publication, as much and as generally appreciated as were her previous memoirs of 
Marguerite d’Angoui^me and Jeanne d’Albret, Queens of Navarre.”— Bell's Messenger. 

“ This interesting work is a valuable addition to the historical biographies of the present 
day.”— Observer. 

"These volumes will well repay perusal. They relate to a period of history extremely 
Important and rich in materials of interest. Miss Freer is an industrious biographer. She 
goes^to oiiginal sources of information, and she gives the reader all the details she can 
collect.”— Pres*. 

“This book will add to the reputation of its able authoress.”— Sun. 

THE LIFE OF MARGUERITE D’ANGOULEME, 

QUEEN of NAVARRE, SISTER of FRANCIS I. From numerous original 
sources, including MS. Documents in the Bibliotheque Imperiale, and the 
Archives du Royaume de France, and the Private Correspondence of Queen 
Marguerite with Francis I, &c. By MISS FREER. Second Edition, 
Revised, 2 vols. post 8vo., with fine Portraits, engraved by Heath, 21s. 

“This is a very complete and cleverly. written life of the illustrious sister of Francis I., 
and it may he said of her thut the varied and interesting stores of French history offer no 
theme more worthy of research and study than the career of this great princess, who exer- 
cised so potent an influence over the politics and manners of the age of which she was 
herself the brightest ornament. The published and manuscript documents and letters 
relating to the life of Marguerite of Navarre, and which are indispensable to a coirect 
biography of this queen, are widely dispersed. The author has spared no cost or trouble in 
endeavouring to obtain all that were likely to elucidate her character and conduct. She has 
furnished us with a very interesting and graphic sketch of the singular events and the 
important personages who took part in them during this stormy and remarkable period of 
Freuch and English history.”— Observer. 

“This is a very useful and amusing book. It is a good work, very well done. The 
authoress is quite equal in power and grace to Miss Strickland. She must have spent great 
time and labour in collecting the information, which she imparts in an easy and agreeable 
manner. It is difficult to lay down her book after having once begun it. This is owing 
partly to the interesting nature of the subject, partly to the skilful manner in which it bas 
been treated. No other life of Marguerite has yet been published, even in France. Indeed, 
till Louis Philippe ordered the collection and publication of manuscripts relating to the 
history *f France, no such work could be published. It is difficult to conceive how, under 
Any circunistunces, it could have been better done.” — Standard. 

“ There are few names more distinguished than that of Marguerite d’Angoulfime in the 
range of female biography, and Miss Freer has done well in taking up a subject so copious 
and attractive. It is altogether an interesting and well-written biography.”— Lit. Gats 

THE LIFE OF JEANNE D’ALBRET, QUEEN OF 

NAVARRE, from numerous original sources, including M.S. Documents in 
the Bibliotheque Imperiale and the Archives Espagnoles de Simancas. By 
MISS FREER. 2 vols. with Portraits, 21s. bound. 
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REVELATIONS OF PRISON LIFE; WITH AN EN- 

auiRY into Prison Discipline and Secondary Punishments. By 
GEORGE LAYAL CHESTERTON, Twenty.five Years Governor of the 
House of Correction at Cold- Bath Fields. Third Edition, Revised. 1 vol. 
10s. 6d. 

“ Mr. Chesterton has had a rare experience of human frailty. He has lived with the 
felon, the forger, the lorette, the vagabond, the murderer; has looked into the darkest 
sepulchres of the heart, without finding reason to despair of mankind. In his belief the 
worst of men have still some of the angel left, Such a testimony from such a quarter is foil 
of novelty as it is of interest. As a curious bit of human history these volumes are remark* 
able. They are very real, very simple ; dramatic without exaggeration, philosophic without 
being dull. In dealing with a subject so peculiar ns prison life, Mr. Chesterton was wise in 
making his treatment personal and incidental. General descriptions, however accurate, 
iuterest only a few ; but stories of crime, anecdotes of crimiuals, may attract all readers/’ 
— Athenasum. 

“This interesting book is full of such illustrations as the narrative of striking cases 
affords, and is indeed as well calculated to entertain mere readers for amusement as to 
instruct and assist those who are studying the great questions of social reform/' — Examiner . 

The very interesting work just published by Capt. Chesterton, entitled * Revelations 
of Prison laie. ty — Quarterly Remew. 


THE OLD COURT SUBURB; OR, MEMORIALS OF 

KENSINGTON ; Regal, Critical, and Anecdotical. By LEIGH 
HUNT. Second Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. elegantly bound. 

“A delightful book, of which the charm begins at the the first line on the first page, for 
foil of quaint and pleasant memories is the phrase that is its title — *The Old Court Suburb/ 
Very full, too, both of quaint and pleasant memories is the line that designates the author. 
It is the name of the mott cheerful of chroniclers, the best of remembrancers of good things, 
the most polished and entertaining of educated gossips. * The Old Court Suburb ’ is a work 
that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those who have a love for the best 
kinds of reading.”— Examiner. 

** Under the quaint title of * The Old Court Suburb,' Mr. Leigh Hunt gossips pleasantly, 
spiritedly, and at large, over all that Is of interest in Kensington audits neighbourhood. The 
subject is happily chosen, for Kensington comprises in it more of antiquarian and literary 
interest than any other spot in London. It is precisely the kind of book to be pored over by 
the sea-side or fire-side, where the reader can transport himself, assisted by the poetic fancy 
of Mr. Hunt, to the company of the wft* and beauties of past generations. We very warmly 
recommend these pleasant volumes to the attention of our readers.”— Chronicle. 

“A more agreeable and entertaining book has not beeu published since Boswell produced 
his reminiscences of Johnson."— Observer. 


THE LITERATURE AND ROMANCE OF NORTHERN 

EUROPE ; constituting a complete History of the Literature of Sweden, 
Denmark, Norway, and Iceland. By WILLIAM and MARY HO WITT. 
2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ELIZABETH DAVIS, A BA- 

LAKLAVA NURSE. 2 vols. post 8vo., with Portraits, 2U. 
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THE LIFE OF MARIE DE MEDICIS, QUEEN OF 

FRANCE, Consort of Henry IV., and Regent under Louis XIII. 
By MISS PARDOE, Author of “ Louis XIV, and the Court of France, in 
the 17th Century,” &c. Second Edition. 3 large vols. 8vo. with fine 
Portraits. 

MEMOIRS OF THE BARONESS D’OBERKIRCK, 

Illustrative of the Secret History of the Courts of France, 
Russia, and Germany. Written by HERSELF, and Edited by Her 
Grandson, the COUNT DE MONTBRISON. 3 vols. post 8vo. 15s. 

The Baroness d’Oberkirch being the intimate friend of the Empress of Russia, 
wife of Paul I., and the confidential companion of the Duchess of Bourbon, her 
facilities for obtaining information respecting the most private affairs of the 
principal Courts of Europe, render her Memoirs unrivalled as a book of interest- 
ing anecdotes of the royal, noble and other celebrated individuals who flourished 
on the continent during the latter part of the last century. Among the royal per- 
sonages introduced to the reader in this work, are Louis XVL, Marie Antoinette, 
Philip Egalite, and all the Princes of France then living — Peter the Great, the 
Empress Catherine, the Emperor Paul, and his sons Constantine and Alexander, 
of Russia — Frederick the Great and Prince Henry of Prussia — the Emperor 
Joseph II. of Austria — Gustavus III, of Sweden — Princess Christina of Saxony 
— Sobieski, and Czartoriski of Poland — and the Princes of Brunswick and 
Wurtemburg. Among the most remarkable persons are the Princes and 
Princesses de Lamballe, de Ligne and Galitzin— the Dukes and Duchesses de 
Choiseul, de Mazarin, de Boufflers, de la Valli£re, de Guichc, de Penthievre, and 
de Polignac — Cardinal de ltolian, Marshals Biron and d’Harcourt, Count de 
Staremberg, Baroness de Krudener, Madame Geoffrin, Talleyrand, Mirabeau, and 
Necker — with Count Cagliostrc, Mesiner, Vestris, and Madame Mara; and the 
work also includes such literary celebrities as Voltaire, Condorcet, de la Harpe, 
de Beaumarchais, Rousseau, Lavater, Bernouilli, Raynal, de l’Epee, Huber, 
Gdthe, Wieland, Malesherbes, Marmontel, de Stael and de Genlis ; with some 
singular disclosures respecting those celebrated Englishwomen, Elizabeth Chud- 
teigh, Duchess of Kingston, and Lady Craven, Margravine of Anspach. 

PAINTING AND CELEBRATED PAINTERS, AN- 

C1ENT and MODERN ; including Historical and Critical Notices of the 
Schools of Italy, Spain, France, Germany, and the Netherlands. Edited by 
LADY JERVIS. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

14 This book is designed to give to the general public a popular knowledge of the History 
of Painting and the characters of Painters, with especial reference to the mo9t prominent 
among tho<*e of their works which are to be seen in English galleries. It is pleasantly written 
with the intention of serving a useful purpose. It succeeds in its design, and will be of real 
use to the multitude of picture seers. As a piece of agreeable readiug also, It is unex- 
ceptionable.”— Kxtminer. 

41 This useful and well-arranged compendium will be found of value to the amateur, and 
pleasing as well as instructive to the general reader j and, to give it still further praise, the 
collector will find abundance of most useful information, and many an artist will rise from 
the perusal of the work with a much clearer idea of his art than he had before. We sum up 
Its merits by recommending it as an acceptable handbook to the principal galleries, and a 
trustworthy guide to a knowledge of the celebrated paintings in Eugland, and that this 
Information Is valuable and much required by many thousands is a well-proven fact.”*— 
Sunday Timet, 
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MY EXILE, BY ALEXAN DER HERZEN. 2 Volt. 

post 8vo. 21s. bound. 

“ From these Admirable memoirs the reader may derive a clear idea of Russian political 
society. Mr. Herzen’s narrative, ably and unaffectedly written, and undoubtedly authentic, is 
indeed superior in Interest to nine-tenths of the existing works on Russia.”— Atkenaum. 

“The author of these memoirs is one of the most distinguished writers of his nation. 
A politician and historian, he scarcely reached manhood before the Emperor Nicholas 
feared and persecuted hhn as an enemy. He was twice arrested, twice exiled. In this 
English version of his memoirs, be presents a highly characteristic view of Russian 
official society, interspersed with sketches of rural life, episodes of picturesque adventures, 
and fragments of serious speculation. We gain from this narrative of persecution and exile 
a better idea of the governing system in Russia, than from any previous work. It is rich in 

curious and authentic detail.”— The Leader. 

4 

THE MOSLEM AND THE CHRISTIAN; OR, ADVEN- 

TURES IN THE EAST. By SADYK PASHA. Revised with original 
Notes, by COLONEL LACH SZYRMA, Editor of “Revelations of 
Siberia.” 3 vols. post 8vo. 15s. bound. 

“Sadyk Pasha, the author of this work, is a Pole of noble birth. He Is now commander 
of the Turkish Cossacks, a corps organised by himself. The volumes on the Moslem and 
the Christian, partly fact and partly fiction, written by him, and translated by Colonel 
Scyrma, display very well the literary spirit of the soldier They are full of the adventures 
and emotions that belong to love and war} they treat of the present time, they introduce 
many existing people, and have the Danubian principalities for scene of action. Here are 
sources of popularity which the book fairly claims.”— Examiner. 

HOME LIFE IN RUSSIA. REVISED BY COL. LACH 

SZYRMA, Editor of “ Revelations of Siberia/’ 2 vols. post8vo. 12s. 

“This work gives a very interesting and graphic account of the manners and customs of 
the Russian people. The most interesting and amusing parts of the work will be found to be 
those interior scenes in the houses of the wealthy and middle classes of Russia upon which 
we have but scanty Information, although they are some of the most striking and truthful 
indications of the progress and civiiization of a country. As such we recommend them to the 
study of our readers.” — Observer. 

REVELATIONS OF SIBERIA. BY A BANISHED 

LADY. Third and cheaper Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 16s. 

“ A thoroughly good hook. It cannot be read by too many people .”— Household Word 

“The authoress of these volumes was a lady of quality, who, having incurred the 
displeasure of the Russian Government for a political offence, was exiled to Siberia. The 
place of her exile was Berezov, the most northern part of this northern penal settlement ; and 
in it she spent about two years, not unprofitably,as the reader will find by her interesting 
work, containing a lively and graphic picture of the country, the people, their manners and 
customs. See, The book gives a most important and valuable insight into the economy of 
what has been hitherto the terra incognita of Russian despotism .”— Daily News, 

** Since the publication of the famous romance the 4 Exiles of Siberia,* we have had 
»o account of these desolate lauds more attractive than the present work.”— Globs. 
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THE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 

GENERAL SIR HARRY CALVERT, Bart., G.C.B, and G.C H., Ad- 
jutant-General of the forces under H.R.II. the Duke of York, 
comprising the Campaigns in Flanders and Holland in 1793-94; with an 
Appendix containing His Plans for the Defence of the Country in case of 
Invasion. Edited by His Son, SIR HARRY VERNEY, Bart. 1 vol, royal 
8vo., with large maps, 14s. bound. 

“ Both the journals and letters of Capt. Calvert are full of interest. Sir Harry 
Verney has performed his duties of editor very well. The book is creditable to all parties 
concerned in its production.”— Athenaum. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY MILITARY LIFE. BY 

COLONEL LANDMANN, Late of»the Corps of Royal Engineers, 
Author of “Adventures and Recollections.” 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

“ Much as has been written of late years about war and Wellington, we know of nothing 
that contains so striking a picture of the march and the battle as seen by an individual, or so 
close and homely a sketch of the Great Captain in the outset of the European career of Sir 
Arthur Wellesley ” — Spectator. 

” The deserved popularity with which the previous volumes of Colonel Landmann’s 
adventures weie received will be increased by the present portion of these interesting and 
amusing records of a long life passed in active and arduous service. The Colonel’s 
shrewdness of observation renders his sketches of character highly amusing "—Britannia. 

COLONEL LANDMANN’S ADVENTURES AND RE- 

COLLECTIONS. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

“ Among the anecdotes in this work will be found notices of King George III., the Dukes 
of Kent, Cumberland, Cambridge, Clarence, and Richmond, the Princess Augusta, Genera I 
Garth, Sir Hariy Mildmay, Lord Charles Somerset, Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Lord Heath - 
held, Caplain Grose, &c. The volumes abound in interesting mutter. The anecdotes are 
one and all amusing.” — Observer. 

ADVENTURES OF THE CONNAUGHT RANGERS. 

Second Series. By WILLIAM GRATTAN, Esq,., late Lieutenant 
Connaught Rangers. 2 vols. 21s. bound. 

“In this second series of the adventures of this famous regiment, the author extends 
his nnriative from the first formation of the gallant 88th up to the occupation of Paris. Ail 
the battles, sieges, and skirmishes, in which the regiment took part, are described The 
volumes are interwoven with original anecdotes that give a freshness and spirit to the whole. 
The stories, and the sketches of society and manners, with the anecdotes of the celebrities of 
the time, aie told In an agreeable and unaffected manner The work bears all the character* 
istics of a soldier’s straightforward and entertaining narrative,” — Sunday Times. 

NARRATIVE OF A RESIDENCE AT NEPAUL. BY 

CAPTAIN THOMAS SMITH, late Assistant Political-Resident at 
Nkpaul. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. hound. 

“No man could be better qualified to describe Nepaul than Captain Smith; and his 
concise, lmt clear and graphic account of its history, its natuial productions, its laws and 
customs, and the character of its warlike inhabitants, is verv agreeable and instructive 
reading. A separate chapter, not the least entertaining in tin book, is devoted to anecdotes 
of the Nepaulese mission, of whom, and of their visit to Europe, many remarkable stories 
are told **— Post* 


10 HURST AND BLaCKETT’s NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


ART AND NATURE, AT HOME AND ABROAD- BY 

G. W. THORN BURY. Esa. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. bound. 

“This is the best book Mr. Thornbury has written. Being an artiBt, he write* about 
art; a* a Londoner, with quick eyes and a cultivated taste, he writes of London; as an 
artist who has travelled he tells anecdotes and dwells on scenes of his past life abroad. All 
this he does in a frank, genuine way.” — Examiner. 

“This is a book belonging to the tribe of which Geoffrey Crayon is patriarch. Mr. 
Thornbury’s drawing may be less accurate than crayon drawing, but it is richer in colour, 
and wider and more versatile in the choice of subjects. As a whole, Mr. Thornbury’s 
volume* are lively, pictorial, and various.”— Athenmum, 

“ We have not met with so original a work for many a day as these two volumes by Mr. 
Thornbury. They have the freedom and freshness of genius. Acute observation is com- 
bined with great research j yet the style is so dashing, that the last thing we think of is the 
variety and the extent of knowledge which these sketches evince. Mr. Thornbury’s volumes 
contain matter to please ail tastes. He is grave and gay, picturesque and reflective ; and in 
all moods and on ail subjects he is vivacious and amusing.”— TAe Press. 

“Of all Mr. Thornbury’s contributions to the literature of the day, his Sketches 
entitled * Art and Nature ’ are the best .”— Morning Post. 


CLASSIC AND HISTORIC PORTRAITS. BY JAMES 

BRUCE. 2 vols. post Svo. 12s. bound. 

This work comprises Biographies of the following Classic and Historic Per- 
sonages: — Sappho, j£sop, Pythagoras, Aspasia, MiUo, Agcsilaus, Socrates, Plato, 
Alcibiades, Helen of Troy, Alexander the Great, Demetrius Poliorcetes, Scipio 
Africanus, Sylla, Cleopatra, Julius Caesar, Augustus, Tiberius, Germanicus, 
Caligula, Lollia Paulina, Caesonia, Boadicea, Agrippina, Poppaea, Otho, Commodus, 
Caracalla, Heliogabalus, Zenobia, Julian the Apostate, Eudocia, Theodora, 
Charlemagne, Abelard and Heloise, Elizabeth of Hungary, Dante, Robert Bruce, 
Ignez de Castro, Agnes Sorrel, Jane Shore, Lucrezia Borgia, Anne Bullen, Diana 
of Poitiers, Catherine de Medicis, Queen Elizabeth, Mary Queen of Scots, 
Cervantes, Sir Kenelru Digby, John Sobieski, Anne of Austria, Ninon del'Enclos, 
Mile, de Montpensier, the Duchess of Orleans, Madame de Maintenon, Catherine 
of Russia, and Madame de Stael. 

u We find in these piquant volumes the liberal outpourings of a ripe scholarship, the 
results of wide and various reading, given In a style and manner at once pleasant and pictu- 
resque.” — Atheneeum, 


SCOTTISH HEROES IN THE DAYS OF WALLACE 

AND BRUCE. By the Rev. A. LOW, A.M. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

“ We may say with confidence that it would not be easy to find a more enjoyable and 
instructive book in the whole range of biographical and historical literature. Never before 
has full justice been done o the Scotch heroes of the days of Wallace and Bruce, and 
there is not a southron among us who will not read with deep and sympathetic interest 
this graphic and authentic narrative of their gallant exploits .”— Morning Post. 




HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 


11 


MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF MAJOR 

GENERAL SIR W. NOTT, G.C.B., Commander of the Army of 
Candahar, and Envoy at the Court of Lucknow. 2 vols. 8vo. 
with Portrait. 16s. bound. 

** These highly interesting volumes give a valuable contribution to the history of India 
and an admirable portrait of a most distinguished officer .”— John Bull . 

“ The volumes form a valuable contribution to the biographical stores of the age. To 
the young soldier, in particular, they will form a most valuable guide, worthy to be placed 
by the side of the Despatches of the great Duke of Wellington.”— Messenger. 

“ We know not a book, after the Wellington Despatches, more deserving of the study of 
a young officer. It might be made one of the standard manuals of military education.” 
— Literary Gazette. 

** One of the most interesting records of military life that we possess, and a genuine me- 
morial of one who has achieved a right to be reckoned among England’s greatest men.” — 
Daily News. 

MILITARY LIFE IN ALGERIA. BY THE COUNT P. 

DE CASTELLANE. 2 vols. post 8vo. I2s. bound. 

“ We commend this book as really worth perusal. The volumes make us familiarly 
acquainted with the nature of Algerian experience. St. Arnaud, Canrobert, Changarnier, 
Cavaignuc, Lamoricihre, are brought prominently before the reader.” — Examiner. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN ENGLISH SOLDIER IN 

THE UNITED STATES’ ARMY. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

** The novelty characterising these interesting volumes is likely to secure them many 
readers. The author went through the Mexican campaign with General Scott, and his volumes 
contain much descriptive matter concerning battles, sieges, and marches on Mexican 
territory, besides their sketches of the normal chronic condition of the United States’ soldier 
in time of peace .”— Daily News. 

CANADA AS IT WAS, IS, AND MAY BE- BY THE 

late LIEUTENANT-COLONEL SIR R. BONNYCASTLE. With an Account 
of Recent Transactions, by SIR J. E. ALEXANDER, K.L.S., &c. 2 vols., 
post 8 vo. with maps, Ac., 12s. 

ATLANTIC AND TRANSATLANTIC SKETCHES- BY 

CAPTAIN MACKINNON, R.N. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

“Captain Mackinnon’s sketches of America are of a striking character and permanent 
value. His volumes convey a just impression of the United States. They are light, ani- 
mated, and lively, full of racy sketches, pictures of life, anecdotes of society, visits to re- 
markable men and famous places, sporting episodes, &c., very original and interesting.”— 
Sunday Times. 

SPAIN AS IT IS. BY G. A. HOSKINS, ESQ. 

2 vols. post 8 vo. 21s. 

HISTORY OF CORFU ; AND OF THE REPUBLIC 

OF THE IONIAN ISLANDS. By LIEUT. H. J. W. JERVIS, Royal 
Artillery. I vol. post 8vo. 6s. 
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ORIENTAL AND WESTERN SIBERIA. A NAR- 

rative of Seven Years’ Explorations and Adventures in Siberia, 
Mongolia, Daouria, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartary, and 
Part of Central Asia. By THOMAS WITLAM ATKINSON. Dedi- 
cated, by Permission, to His Imperial Majesty, Alexander II., Emperor of 
All the Russias, &c. Preparing for Publication, in one large volume, 
royal 8vo., Price £2 2s., elegantly bound. Embellished with numerous 
beautifully coloured plates, and woodcuts, from drawings by the Author, 
and a map. 

Extract prom the “ Examiweb," October 2!i, 1856. — "Mr. T. W. Atkinson, an artist 
of extraordinary merit, in pursuit of the picturesque, has ventured into regions where, 
probably, no European foot, save his, has ever trodden. Mr. Atkinson’s travels embrace 
Oriental and Western Siberia, Mongolia, Daouria, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartary, 
and portions of Central Asia, and occupied him for the space of seven years, time which he 
has turned to admirable account. It argues no slight devotion to Art, to have undertaken 
the task of giving to civilised Europe a transcript of what is at once most beautiful and 
most wonderful in nature, in countries so remote, so difficult of access, and, in many 
instances, so dangerous to the traveller, whose enterprise led him there. The public may 
really feel grateful to Mr. Atkinson for thus widely extending our knowledge of this hitherto 
unknown but most interesting part of the globe." 

Extract from the " Athenaeum,” October 11, 1x56. — "Mr. Atkinson’s sketches 
were made by express permission of the late Emperor of llussia, during seven years’ hunting, 
sketching, and travelling in the plains and mountains *ot Oriental and Western Siberia, 
Mongolia, Daouria, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartary, and Central Asia. Perhaps, no 
English artist was ever before admitted into this enchanted land of history, or provided with 
the talisman and amulet of a general passport; and well lias Mr. Atkinson availed himself 
of the privilege. Mr. Atkinson’s encampments lead us away into forests, gorges of moun- 
tains, where the thunder shakes the ground and the lightning strikes, like God’s sword-blade, 
among the trees — where the Tartars cower in their felt but, and the tea-drinkers grow silent 
round the red logs. Rivers to swim, torrents to pass, became trifles to this adventurous 
traveller, who has brought us records of places never, perhaps, before visited; for m> 
Englishman has been there— no Russian traveller has written of them." 

NARRATIVE OE A JOURNEY ROUND THE WORLD, 

Comprising A Winter Passage across the Andes to Chili, with a 
Visit to the Gold Regions of California and Australia, the South 
Sea Islands, Java, &c. By F. GERSTAECKEU. 3 vols. 31s. 6<1. 

" Starting from Bremen for California, the author of this Narrative proceeded to Rio, 
and thence to Buenos Ayres; where he exchanged the wild seas lor the yet wilder Pampas, 
and made his way on horseback to Valparaiso across the Cordillerus— a winter passage full of 
difficulty and danger. From Valparaiso he sailed to California, and visited Sun Francisco, 
Sacramento, and the mining districts generally. Thence he steered his course to the South 
Sea Islands, resting at Honolulu, Tahiti, and other gems of the sea in that quarter, and from 
thence to Sydney, marrhing through the Murray Valley, and inspecting the Adelaide district. 
From Australia he dashed onward to Java, riding through the inteiioi, and taking a general 
survey of Batavia, with a glance at Japan and the Japanese. An active, intelligent, observant 
man, the notes he made of his adventures are full of variefy and interest. His descriptions of 
places and persons are lively, and his remarks on natural productions and the phenomena of 
earth, sea, and sky are always sensible, and made with a view to practical results. Those 
portions of tbe Narrative which refer to California and Australia are replete with vivid 
sketches ; and indeed the whole work abounds with living and picturesque descriptions of 
men, manners, and localities.’’— Globe 
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LAKE NGAMI; OR EXPLORATIONS AND DIS- 

covesies during Four Years’ Wanderings in the Wilds of 
South-Western Africa. By CHARLES JOHN ANDERSSON. 1 vol 
royal 8vo., with Map and upwards of 50 Illustrations, representing Sport- 
ing Adventures, Subjects of Natural History, &c. Second Edition, 30s. 
handsomely bound. 

“This narrative of African explorations and discoveries is one of the most important 
geographical works that have lately appeared. It contains the account of two journeys 
made between the years 1850 and 1854, in the first of which the countries of the Damaras 
and the Ovambo, previously scarcely known in Europe, were explored; and In the second 
the newly-discovered Lake Ngamf was reached by a route that had been deemed imprac- 
ticable, but which proves to be the shortest and the best. The work contains much scientific 
and accurate information as to the geology, the scenery, products, and resources of the 
regions expi red, with notices of the religion, manners, and customs of the native tribes. 
The continual sporting adventures, and other remarkable occurrences, intermingled with 
the narrative of travel, make the book as interesting to read as a romance, as, indeed, a 
good book of travels ought always to be. The illustrations by Wolf are admirably designed, 
and most of them represent scenes as striking as any witnessed by Jules Gerard or Gordon 
Gumming ” — Literary Gazette. 

“ Mr. Audersson has made no hackneyed excursion up the Nile and back again, but a 
painful journey, something between a pilgrimage ami a wild-beast hunt, which might have 
tried the patience of a fakir and the pluck of a gladiator Such narratives are agreeable 
changes in our day, and take hold of attention like the old travels. Mr. Andersson is a 
good-natured and cheerful writer j and lus hook may he lead with as much pleasure as 
profit. For the details of a romantic and labouous Journey,— -for particulars about the 
ostrich, the hippopotamus, the lion, and the huena,— for curious illustrations of savage 
life,— for that kind of interest which is awakened by dangers bravely, and by fatigues stoutly 
borne — readers would do well to consult the book Itself. The printers and engravers have 
done Mr. Andersson justice ; and we think the reading public will go and do likewise.” — 
Athcnanm. 

“ This handsome book is one for everybody to read. As a record of travel, every page is 
fascinating, while the naturalist and the geographer will be delighted with the new facts it 
reveuls. The sporting adventures of Mr. Andersson, too, are not less wondeiful than those 
of preceding Afi lean travellers. The plates are numerous and admirable .” — The Press. 


THE OXONIAN IN NORWAY; OR, NOTES OF 

Excursions in that Country. By the Hex F. METCALFE, M.A., 
Fellow of Lincoln College, Oxford. With Must rations, bound. 

"‘‘The Oxonian in Norway ’ is replete with interest, is written in an animated style 
and is one of those books wducli cannot tail to be at the same time amusing and instructive 
Mi. Metcalfe visited places where un Englishman was a rarity; and all who take an interest 
in customs practised by various peoples, will welcome his book for the accounts of Nor- 
wegian manuers and customs which have not been touched upon before. Numerous inte- 
resting and exciting anecdotes, in connexion with the author’s excursions in pursuit of 
fishing and shooting, pervade throughout.”— Chronicle. 

“Mr. Metcalfe’s book is as full of facts and interesting information as it can hold, and 
is interlarded with racy anecdotes Some of these are highly original and entertaining. 
More than this, it is a truly valuable work, containing a fund ot information on the statistics 
politics, and religion of the countries visited.” — Blackwood's Magazine. 
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CHOW-CHOW; BEING SELECTIONS FROM A JOUR- 
NAL KEPT IN INDIA, EGYPT, AND PALESTINE. By the VIS- 
COUNTESS FALKLAND. 2 vols. 8vo. With Illustrations. 

SPORTING ADVENTURES IN THE NEW WORLD; 

OR, DAYS AND NIGHTS OF MOOSE HUNTING IN THE PINE 
FORESTS OF ACADIA. By CAMPBELL HARDY, Royal Artillery. 
2 vols. post 8vo. with illustrations, 21s. bound. 

“ A spirited record of sporting adventures, very entertaining and well worthy the atten- 
tion of all sportsmen who desire some fresher field than Europe can afford them. The 
forests of Nova Scotia abound in moose, cariboo, bears, wolves, partridge, snipe and wild 
duck, while the rivers are teeming with salmon and other fish, so that Lieutenant Hardy*s 
sport was of the best kind, and in the details which he has given ns there is much to 
interest and amuse. He is a thorough sportsman, patient, skilful, and active, and relates 
his adventures with the gusto of a man who enjoys the life .”— The Press. 

TRAVELS IN EUROPEAN TURKEY: THROUGH 

Bosnia, Servia, Bulgaria, Macedonia, Roumelia, Albania, and 
Epirus ; with a Visit to Greece and the Ionian Isles, and a Home- 
ward Tour through Hungary and the Sclavonian Provinces of 
Austria on the Lower Danube. By EDMUND SPENCER, Esa. 
Author of “ Travels in Circassia,” etc. Second and Cheaper Edition, in 
2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations, and a valuable Map of European Turkey 
from the most recent Charts in the possession of the Austrian and Turkish 
Governments, revised by the Author, 18s. 

A TOUR OF INQUIRY THROUGH FRANCE AND 

ITALY, Illustrating their Present Social, Political, and Religious 
Condition. By EDMUND SPENCER, Esa., Author of “ Travels in 
European Turkey,” “Circassia,” &c. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

ARCTIC MISCELLANIES, A SOUVENIR OF THE 

LATE POLAR SEARCH. By the OFFICERS and SEAMEN of the 
EXPEDITION. Dedicated by permission to the Lords of the 
Admiralty. Second Edition. I vol., with Illustrations. 6s. 

" This volume is not the least interesting or instructive among the records of the late 
expedition in search of 8ir John Franklin, commanded by Captain Austin.”— Times. 

A PILGRIMAGE INTO DAUPHINE. BY THE REV. 

G. M. MUSGRAVE, A.M., Oxon, Author of u A Ramble through Nor- 
raandy,” etc. 2 vols. with Illustrations. 21s. bound. 

** It would be difficult to find a more agreeable and instructive travelling companion 
than the author of these volumes. He has sufficient antiquarian, scientific, and artistic 
knowledge to make him an enlightened observer and reporter, and a quickness Of discern- 
ment which detects the smallest point of interest,”— Globe. 
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RUSSIA AFTER THE WAR: THE NARRATIVE OF 

a Visit to that Country in 1856. By SELINA BUNBURY. 2 vols. 

post 8 vo. 21s. 

*‘We congratulate Miss Bunbury upon having written a very entertaining book— one 
that has the merit of being readable from the beginning to the end. The author saw all 
that she could, and has described with much vivacity ail she saw. Her book is full of 
pleasant pictures, commencing with St. Petersburg and its lions, and ending with the 
coronation. It will find numerous readers.” — Daily News. 

“Miss Bunbury’s vivacious sketches are not only piquant with meaning as to the state 
of society in Russia, but have all the charm and freshness of first impressions on an active, 
thoughtful, and observing mind. We can cordially recommend the work, as presenting a 
very entertaining and varied panorama of the route taken by this intelligent lady, and, 
moreover, as conveying the most recent information with regard to the present state and 
condition of the more important parts of the Czar’B vast territories.” — Morning Post. 

A SUMMER IN NORTHERN EUROPE; INCLUD- 

ing Sketches in Sweden, Norway, Finland, the Aland Islands, 

Gothland, etc. By SELINA BUNBURY. 2 vols. post 8vo., 21s. 

“ All readers of the works of lady.travellers will be glad to know that they are favoured 
again by Miss Bunbury with an account of her experience in Northern Europe, including 
much of the seat of the Jute war — Finland, for example, and the Aland Isles. The book 
is a very welcome contribution to the reading of the season.” — Examiner. 

“Avery lively and agreeable book of travels, full of sketches of national character and 
descriptions of scenery given in a pleasing and entertaining style. To all who wish for a 
gay and varied panorama of northern life and scenery, and for a work full of information and 
entertainment, we recommend these volumes as among the most lively and generally attrac- 
tive travels that have lately appeared.”— Sun. 

THE WABASH: OR, ADVENTURES OF AN ENG- 

LISH GENTLEMAN’S FAMILY IN THE INTERIOR OF AMERICA. 

By J. R. BESTE, Esq. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

“Mr. Beste’s book is interesting. In literary merit it is above the majority of books of 
travel. It deserves consultation from all who may wish to receive a candid, sensible, an 
fair account of the author’s experience.” — Atheneeum. 

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS: ITS SETTLEMENTS, FARMS, 

AND GOLD FIELDS. By F. LANCELOT, Minkrai.ogical Sur- 

veyor in the Australian Colonies. Second Edition. 2 vols. 12s. 

“ This is an unadorned account of the actual condition in which these colonies are found, 
by a professional surveyor and mineralogist, who goes over the ground with a careful glauce 
and a remarkable aptitude for seizing on the practical portions of the subject. On the 
climate, the vegetation, and the agricultural resources of the country, he is copious in the 
extreme, and to the intending emigrant an invaluable instructor. As a guide to the auriferous 
regions, as well as the pastoral solitudes of Australia, the work is unsurpassed,”— Globe, 

A LADYS VISIT TO THE GOLD DIGGINGS OF 

AUSTRALIA. By MRS. CLACY. 1 vo!. 6s. bound. 

“ The most pithy and entertaining of all the books that have been written on the gold 
diggings.”— Literary Gazette. 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF AUSTRALIAN LIFE, 

By MRS. CLACY. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound. 

“While affording amusement to the general reader, these ‘Lights and Shadows of 
Australian Life,’ are full of useful hints to intending emigrants,”— Literary Gazette, 
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THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS. BY ELIOT WAR- 

BURTON. Thirteenth Edition. 1 vol., with 15 Illustrations, 6s. bound. 

"Independently of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of faucy with which 
its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is its reverent 
and serious spirit. "—Quarterly Review. 

"A book calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than the 
' Crescent and the Cross* — a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sublime 
and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions consecrated to everlasting immor- 
tality in the annals of the prophets — and which no other modern writer has ever depicted 
with a pencil at once so reverent and picturesque."— Sun. 

"In the mixture of story with anecdote, information and impression, it perhaps sur- 
passes ‘Eothen.’ Innumerable passages of force, vivacity, or humour are to be fovtnd in 
this volume "—Spectator. 

TRAVELS IN PERSIA, GEORGIA, AND KOOR- 

D1STAN, with Sketches of the Cossacks and the Caucasus. By 
Dr. MORITZ WAGNER. 3 vols., post 8vo. 

" We have here learning without pedantry, acute and close observation without the 
tedium of uninteresting details, the reflections of a philosopher intermixed with the pleasant 
stories and graphic sketches of an accomplished traveller.’* — Literary Gazette. 

" A book which abounds in varied and useful information. We doubt whether anywhere 
the reader can find a more trustworthy and satisfactory account of the Koords of Persia, or of 
the Cossacks of the Caucasus, than in these interesting volumes.”— Post. 

FOREST LIFE IN CEYLON. BY W. KNIGHTON, M.A. 

Second Edition, 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

“ A very clever and amusing book, by one who has lived as a planter and journalist many 
years in Ceylon. The work is tilled with interesting accounts of the sports, resources, pro- 
ductions, scenery, and traditions of the island. The sporting adventures are narrated in a 
very spirited manner.” — Standard 

u We have no recollection of a more interesting or instructive work on Ceylon and the 
Cingalese than that which Mr. Knighton has just given to the world. It displays a great deal of 
acuteness aud sagacity in its observation oi men ami manners, and contains a vast deal of 
useful information on topics, historical, political, and commercial, and has the charm of a 
fluent and graphic style."— Morning Post. 

TROPICAL SKETCHES; OR, REMINISCENCES OF 

AN INDIAN JOURNALIST. BY W. KNIGHTON, M.A. 2 vols. 12s. 

"When Mr. Knighton’s pleasant volumes on Ceylon were published, we freely gave his 
publication the praise which it appears to have well deserved, since another edition has been, 
called for. Amongst the writers of the day, we know of none who are more felicitous in hitting off 
with an amusing accuracy, the characters he has met with, and his descriptive powers are first- 
rate. Take his Sketches up and open where you will, every page teems with Instruction, 
combined with lively detail "—Sunday Times. 

FIVE YEARS IN THE WEST INDIES. BY CHARLES 

W. DAY,Esa. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

" It would be unjust to deny the vigour, brilliancy and varied interest of this work, the 
abundant stores of anecdote andineident, and the copious detail of local habits and peculiarities 
in each island visited in succession."— Globe. 
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A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THE DISCOVERY 

OF THE NORTH-WEST PASSAGE with Numerous Incidents of Travel 
and Adventure during nearly Five Years’ Continuous Service in the Arctic 
Regions while in Search of the Expedition under Sir John Franklin. By 
ALEX. ARMSTRONG, M.D., R.N., late Surgeon and Naturalist of H.M.S. 

1 Investigator.’ 1 vol. With Map and Plate, 16s. 

“This book is sure to take a prominent position in every library in which works of 
discovery and adveuture are to be met with. It is a record of the most memorable geo- 
graphical discovery of the present age. It comes from one who has himself actively 
participated in all the stirring incidents and exciting scenes it so ably describes, and thus 
possesses that charm of freshness and interest no mere compiler can ever hope to obtain. 
The stirring passages of Dr. Armstrong’s narrative bear ample evidence of their having 
been written by an accomplished and highly-educated man, possessed of quick sensibili- 
ties, cultivated powers, and a refined mind.”— Daffy News , 

“As a full and authentic record, Dr. Armstrong’s work will be one of the most 
valuable of the Arctic narratives.”— Literary Gazette. 

THE WANDERER IN ARABIA. BY G. T. LOWTH, 

Esq,. 2 vols. post 8vo. with Illustrations. 21s. bound. 

“ An excellent, book, pervaded by a healthy enthusiasm, novel and varied in its incidents, 
picturesque in its descriptions, and running over with human interest.” — Hvn. 

“ Mr. Lowth has shown himself in these volumes to be an intelligent traveller, a keen 
observer of nature, and an accomplished artist. The general reader will find in his descrip- 
tions of his wanderings in Arabia, and among the most interesting monuments of old 
Christian lands, a great deal that cannot fail to interest and amuse him.— Post. 

EIGHTEEN YEARS ON THE GOLD COAST OF 

AFRICA; including an Account of the Native Tribes, and their 
intercourse with Europeans. By BRODIE CUUlCKSll AN K, Member 
of the Legislative Council, Cape Coast Castle. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

“This is one of the most interesting works that ever yet came into our hands. It 
possesses the charm of introducing us to habits and manners of the human family of which 
before we had uo conception. Mrs. Beechei Stowe’s work hus, indeed, made us all familiar 
with the degree of intelligence and the disposition of the transplanted Afrit an ; but it has 
been reserved to Mr. Cruickshank to exhibit the children of Ham in their original state, and 
to prove, as his work proves to demonstration, that, by the extension of a knowledge of the 
Gospel, and by that only can the African be brought within the pale of civilization. We 
anxiously desire to direct public attention to a work so valuable. An incidental episode in 
the work Is an affecting narrative of the death of the gifted Letitia Elizabeth Landon (L. E. L.) 
written a few months after her marriage with Governor Maclean.”— Standard. 

THE HOLY PLACES: A NARRATIVE OF TWO 

YEARS’ RESIDENCE IN JERUSALEM AND PALESTINE. By 
HANMER L. DUPUIS. With Notes on the Dispersed Canaanitb 
Trtbes, by JOSEPH DUPUIS, late British Vice-Consul in Tripoli and 
Tunis. 2 vols. with Illustrations, 21s. bound. 

EIGHT YEARS IN PALESTINE, SYRIA, AND ASIA 

MINOR. By F. A. NEALE, Esa., Late Attached to the Consular 
Service in Syria. Second Edition, 2 vols. with Illustrations, 12s. 

KHARTOUM AND THE NILES. BY GEORGE MELLY, 

Esq. Second Edition. 2 vols. with Maps and Illustrations, 12s. bound. 
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RULE AND MISRULE OF THE ENGLISH IN 

AMERICA. By the Author of “SAM SLICK/' 2 vols. postSvo. 21s. 

“ We conceive this work to be by far the most valuable and important Judge Haliburton 
hat ever written. While teeming with interest, moral and historical, to the general reader, 
It equally constitutes a philosophical study for the politician and statesman. It will be found 
to let In a flood of light upon the actual origin, formation, and progress of the republic of 
the United States/*— Afaea/ and Military Gazette. 


SAM SLICK’S NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE. 

2 vols. post 8vo. 24s. bound. 

“ Since Sam Slick’s first work he has written nothing so fresh, racy, and genuinely 
humorous as this. Every line of it tells some way or other j instructively, satirically, 
jocosely, or wittily. Admiration at Sam’s mature talents, and laughter at bis droll yarns, 
constantly alternate, as with unhalting avidity we peruse these last volumes of his. They 
consist of 26 Chapters, each containing a tale, a sketch, or an adventure. In every one of 
them, the Clockmaker proves himself the fastest time killer a-going.” — Observer. 


SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODERN 

INSTANCES ; or, What he Said, Did, or Invented. Second Edition. 
2 vols. post 8vo. 2U. 

** We do not fear to predict that these delightful volumes will be the most popular, as 
beyond doubt, they are the best, of all Judge Haliburton’s admirable works. The * Wise 
Saws and Modern Instances’ evince powers of imagination and expression far beyond what 
even his former publications could lead any one to ascribe to the author. We have, it is true 
long been familiar with his quaint humour and racy narrative, but the volumes before us 
take a loftier range, and are so rich in fun and good sense, that to offer an extract as a 
sample would be an injustice to author and reader. It is one of the pleasantest books we 
ever read, and we earnestly recommend It.”— Standard. 

“The humour of Sam Slick is inexhaustible. He Is ever and everywhere a welcome 
visitor ; smites greet his approach, and wit and wisdom hang upon his tongue. The present 
Is altogether a most edifying production, remarkable alike for its racy humour, its sound 
philosophy, the felicity of its illustrations, and the delicacy of its satire. We promise our 
readers a great treat from the perusal of these * Wise Saws and Modern Instances,* which 
contain a world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest fun .’*— Morning Pott. 


THE AMERICANS AT HOME; OR, BYEWAYS 

BACKWOODS, AND PRAIRIES. Edited by the Author of “SAM 
SLICK." 3 vols. post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

“In the picturesque delineation of character, and the felicitous portraiture of national 
features, no writer of the present day equals Judge Haliburton. * The Americans at Home * 
will not be less popular than any of his previous works.”— Pee/. 


TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. EDITED BY 

the Author of “ SAM SLICK." 3 vols. post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

“ No man has done more than the facetious Judge Haliburton, through the mouth of 
the Inimitable * Sam,* to make the old parent country recognize and appreciate her queer 
transatlantic progeny. His present collection of comic stories and laughable traits la a 
budget of fun full of rich specimens of American humour.” — Globe. 
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PEN AND PENCIL PICTURES. BY THOMAS 

HOOD. Second Edition, Revised, with Additions. 1 vol. with numerous 
Illustrations, by the Author, 10s. 6d. bound. 

“ Few will have seen this book announced without having a wish to welcome it. By his 
poetry and bis prose, Thomas Hood the Second distinctly announces himself to be his 
father’s son. His music has a note here and there from the old household lullabies to 
which his cradle was rocked. Some of his thoughts have the true family cast. But his 
song is not wholly the song of a mocking-bird— hiS sentiment can flow in channels of his 
own* and his speculations and his stories have a touch, taste, and flavour which indicate 
that Thomas Hood’s father's son may ripen and rise into one of those original and indi- 
vidual authors who brighten the times in which they write, and gladden the hearts of those 
among whom their lot iB cast.”— Athenarwn. 

“We are happy to find that the delightful volume, 4 Pen and Pencil Pictures,* has 
reached a second edition, and that the reception of the younger Thomas Hood, by the 
public, has been worthy of the name he bears. The work is considerably augmented by 
passages of increased maturity and vigour, such as will contribute still further to its 
popularity among the reading classes of the public.”— Literary Gazette. 

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF MARY RUSSELL 

MITFORD. Author of “ Our Village,” “ Atherton,” &c. 2 vois. post 8vo. 
with Portrait of the Author and other Illustrations. 21s. 

44 We recommend Miss Milford’s dramas heartily to ail by whom they are unknown. A 
more graceful addition could not be made to any collection of dramatic works.” — Blackwood. 

“Miss Mitford has collected into one chaplet the laurels gathered in her prime of author- 
ship. Laid by the side of the volume of dramatic works of Joanna Baillie, these 
volumes suffer no disparagement. This is high praise, and it is well deserved.”— Athenaum. 

SONGS OF THE CAVALIERS AND ROUNDHEADS, 

JACOBITE BALLADS, &c. By G. W. THORNBURY. 1 vol. witli 
numerous Illustrations by H. S. Marks. 10s. 6d. elegantly bound. 

44 Mr. Thornbury has produced a volume of songs and ballads worthy to rank with 
Macaulay’s or Aytoun’s Lays.”— Chronicle. 

44 Those who love picture, life, and costnme in gong will here find what they love.” — 
Athenaeum. 

44 This volume will raise Mr. Thornbury’s literary reputation higher than it has yet 
mounted. The vigour of hts muse asserts itself in every line.” — Literary Gazette. 

44 The poems show great power, and profound thought and feeling. But, more than all, 
they display imagination. They glow with all the fire of poetry.”— Express. 

THE MONARCHS OF THE MAIN; OR, ADVEN- 

TURES OF THE BUCCANEERS. By G. W. THORNBURY. 3 vols. 15s. 

44 An unwritten page of the world’s history is not to be met with every day. The author 
of these volumes has discovered one, and has supplied the deficiency. The deeds of alter- 
nate violence and heroism of the wild adventurers, who soon after the discovery of America, 
started forth in search of plunder, and sometimes of territorial conquest— now sweeping the 
main with their piratical vessels— now surprising and sacking some rich and flourishing 
town— now fortifying themselves in some strong island-hold, where they could bid defiance 
to a world in arms against them— form the subject of a narrative rich In variety of incident, 
and replete with striking exhibitions of life and character. To the lover of maritime ad- 
venture, these pages offer a iund of infinite amusement, doubly attractive from the novelty 
of the theme.”— John Bull . 

DARIEN; OR, THE MERCHANT PRINCE. BY ELIOT 

WARBURTON. Second Edition. 3 vols. post 8vo. 

« The scheme for the colonisation of Darien by Scotchmen, and the opening of a com. 
nmalcatlon between the East and West across the Isthmus of Panama, furnishes the founda- 
tion of this story, which is in all respects worthy of the high reputation which the author of 
the 4 Crescent and the Cross’ had already made for himself.”— John Bull. 
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FAMILY ROMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS OF 

THE ARISTOCRACY. BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster Kino o» 
Arms. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

Among the many other interesting legends and romantic family histories com- 
prised in these volumes, will be found the following: — The wonderful narrative 
of Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be 
a Princess of the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Louis Philippe— 
The story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess of Strathmore, and 
the sufferings and fate of her only child — The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to D’Orsay — The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford — The Strange Vicissitudes 
of our Great Families, replete with the most romantic details — The story of the 
Kirkpatricks of Closeburn (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the re- 
markable tradition associated with them — The Legend of the Lambtons — The 
verification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar — 
Lady Ogilvy’s escape — The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stones correctly told — 
&c. &c. 

“ It were impossible to praise too highly as a work of amusement these two most In- 
teresting volumes, whether we should huve regard to its excellent plan or its not less ex- 
cellent execution. The volumes ure just what ought to be found on every drawing-room table. 
Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances with the pith of all their interest preserved 
in undiminished poignancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of 
their merits that the romances are founded on fact — or what, at least, has been handed down 
for truth by long tradition— and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction. 
Each story is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the author’s former works 
have made the public familiar, while they afford evidence of the value, even to a work of 
amusement, of that historical and genealogical learning that may justly be expected of the 
author of * The Peerage.’ Standard . 

** The very reading for sea-Bide or fire-side in our hours of idleness.”— Athenaium, 


THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM; OR, NARRA- 
TIVES, SCENES, AND ANECDOTES FROM COURTS OF JUSTICE. 
SECOND SERIES. BY PETER BURKE, Esa„ of the Inner Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 

PRINCIPAL CONTENTS :— Lord Crichton's Revenge— The Great Douglas 
Cause — Lord and Lady Kinnaird — Marie Delorme and Her Husband — The 
Spectral Treasure — Murders in Inns of Court — Matthieson the Forger — Trials 
that established the Illegality of Slavery — The Lover Highwayman — The 
Accusing Spirit— The Attorney- General of the Reign of Terror — Eccentric 
Occurrences in the Law — Adventuresses of Pretended Rank — The Courier of 
Lyons — Geueral Sarrazin’s Bigamy — The Elstree Murder — Count Bocarm6 and 
his wife — Professor Webster, &c. 

“We have no hesitation in recommending this, as one of the most interesting works 
that have been lately given to the public.” — Morning Chronicle, 

" The favour with which the first series of this publication was received, ha# induced 
Mr. Burke to extend his researches, which he has done with great judgment. The incidents 
forming the subject of the second series are as extraordinary in every respect, ae those which 
obtained so high a meed of celebrity for the first. Some of the tales could scarcely be believed 
to be founded in fact, or to be records of events that have startled the world, were there not 
the incontestable evidence which Mr. Burke has established to prove that they have 
actually happened.”— Messenger. 
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NOTHING NEW. BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN 

HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 2 vols. 21s. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. NEW AND 

Cheaper Edition. 1 vol. 10s. 6d. bound. 

"This is a very good and a very interesting novel. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man— a Christian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
lw>th well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability, better than any former work, we think, of its deservedly successful 
tutbor Examiner. 

“The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
lucceas. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and this 
his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one of 
nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English one. 
The work abounds in incident, and many of the separate scenes are full of graphic power 
and true pathos. It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better."— 
Scotsman. 

"‘John Halifax' is one of the noblest stories among modern works of fiction. The 
interest is enthralling, the characters admirably sustained, aud the moral excellent." — Press . 

BY MRS. GORE. 

THE 

TWO ARISTOCRACIES. 

3 vols, 

BY MRS. 

FASHIONABLE LIFE; 

Or, PARIS AND LONDON. SvoU. 

“The book has among its merits the 
invaluable one of being thoroughly read- 
abi e.*’— Examiner. 


A LIFE’S LESSONS. 3 vols. 

‘“A Life’s Lessons’ is told In Mrs. 
Gore’s best style. She showers wit, 
grace, and learning through the pageB 
with her usual felicity ."— Daily News. 

TROLLOPE. 

GERTRUDE; 

Or, family pridk. 3voi«. 

“ The publication of this work will add 
to Mrs. Trollope’s high reputation as a 
novelist."— Post. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF MARGARET MAITLAND. 


LILLIESLEAF. 

Being the Concluding Series of 
‘‘Passages in the Like of Mas. Mar- 
garet Maitland." 

Cheaper Edition, 1 vol. 6 *. 

"The concluding series of passages in 
the ‘Life of Mrs. Margaret Maitland’ is, 
to our thinking, superior to the begin- 
ning 5 and this we take to be about the 
most satisfactory compliment we can pay 
the authoress. There is a vein of simple 
good seuse and pious feeling running 
throughout, for which no reader can fail 
to be the better.”— Athenaeum, 

*“ Lllliesleaf ’ is a sequel to the charm- 
ing ‘ Passages in the Life of Mrs. Margaret 
Maitland,’ told also by herself in her own 
quaint way, and full of the same touching 
gruce which won the hearts of so many 
people, young aud old. It is to be said 
but rarely of a sequel that it possesses so 
much beauty, and mneh austained 
interest, as the tale of Lllliesleaf. — 
Examiner. 


THE DAYS OF MY LIFE. 

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 3 Vols. 

" The author writes with her usual fine 
capacity for the picturesque, and her In- 
variable good sense, good feeling, and 
good taste. No part of the narrative is 
uninteresting." — Athenaeum. 

“ This story is most eloquently written 
and is extremely attractive."— Press. 

MAGDALEN HEPBURN; 

A STORY OF THE SCOTTISH REFORMATION. 

3 vols. 

"A well prepared and carefully exe- 
cuted picture of the society and state of 
manners in Scotland at the dawn of the 
Reformation."— Athenaeum. 

HARRY MUIR. 

Second Edition. 3 vols. 

ADAM GRAEME, 

OF MOSSGRAX 3 vols. 
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A WOMAN’S STORY. 

By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 3 vols. 


CTJTHBERT ST. ELME, M.P.; 

Oft, PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF 
A POLITICIAN. 8 volt. 

THE ROSE OF ASHURST. 

By the Author of “ Emilia Wymdham,” 
3 vols, 

“ This story inevitably pleases, because 
a clever and right-minded woman seems 
to have really put her heart into the 
telling of It. An air of enjoyment in the 
writing finds its way into the reading.”— 
Examiner* 

MARGUERITE’S LEGACY. 

By Mrs. T. F. Steward. 3 vols. 

M Rarely have we met with a more 
interesting hook than this. The story is 
of a roost thrilling description. The au- 
thoress writes with much vigour, and from 
the faithful delineation of her characters, 
the admirable selection of the incidents, 
and the graphic description of scenes and 
events, the reader is enchanted with the 
work throughout.”— Chroutcle. 

GOOD IN EVERYTHING. 

By Mrs. Foot. 3 vols. 

“There is both talent and power in this 
novel. Mrs. Foot has demonstrated that 
she is capable of weaving a plot of the 
most absorbing interest.”— Messenger. 

THE SECOND WIFE. 

3 vols. 

“This book is sure of a favourable re- 
ceptiou. The plot ot the story is carefully 
constructed and well sustained. The 
sketches of fashionable life are all excel- 
lent, showing intimate knowledge of 
society and keen perception.”— Press. 

ALCAZAR. 

By J. R. Best®, Esq., Author of “Mo- 
dern Society in Home, &c. 3 vols. 

“There are novelty of scenery and sub- 
ject in ‘ Alcazar,* with plenty of variety 
and adventure. Spectator. 

EDGAR BARDON. 

By W. Knighton, M.A. B vols. 

“The story is in every way worthy of the 
author's reputation. It is full of exciting 
incidents, romantic situations, and 
graphic descriptions.”— Poet. 


DARE AND FAIR. 

By the Author of “ Rockingham.” 3 v* 

“The author of * Rockingham ’ has sur- 
passed himself in * Bark and Fair.* The 
characters are distinctly drawn. The 
story is simple and spiritedly told. The 
dialogue is smart, natural, full of character. 
The women are sketched with a decision 
and delicacy that make them live before 
you. In short. ‘Dark and Fair* takes its 
place among the cleverest novels of the 
season, and deserves to be popular. It is 
the cream of light literature, graceful, 
brilliant, and continuously interesting.**— 
Globe, 

ROSA GREY. 

By the Author of " Anne Dysart. 3 v. 

“The characters are well delineated, 
the story is lucidly told, and the conver- 
sations are spirited, and impressed with 
the individuality of the speakers. Alto- 
gether the work is a success **— Daily 
News, 

ISABEL; 

THE YOUNG WIFE, AND THE OLD 
LOVE. 

By J C. Jeaffreson, Author of “Crewe 
Risk.” 3 vols. 

“ A clever picture of modern life, written 
by a man who has seen the world. * Isa- 
bel ’ is a fresh, healthy, entertaining 
book.”— Leader, 

WILDFLOWER. 

By the Author of “The House of El- 
more.” 3 vols. 

“ One of the best novels It has lately 
been our fortune to meet with The plot 
is ingenious and novel, and the characters 
are sketched with a masterly hand.** — 
Press, 

THE GENERAL’S 
DAUGHTER. 

By Capt. Brook J. Knight. 3 vols. 

“ A lively, dashing tale, with broadly- 
marked characters, and more than the 
average number of startling incidents.** — 
Lit, Gax. 

MARRIED FOR LOVE. 

By Author of “ Cousin Geoffrey.** 3 v. 

“‘Married for Love * is as full of lively 
sketches, smart writing, and strongly- 
drawn character as ‘ Cousin Geoffrey,* and 
the story is of a more exciting and moving 
nature.” — Globe. 

THE YOUNG LORD. 

By the Author of “ The Discipline of 
Life,” &c. 2 vols. 

“ This new novel by Lady Emily Pon- 
sonby is interesting as a story, and still 
more to be commended for the profitable 
lessons it inculcates,” — Lit , Gax . 
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RACHEL GRAY. 

By Julia Kavanagh, 

Author of “Nathalie,” &c. lvol. 

“ Rachel Gray is a charming and touch, 
ing story, narrated with grace and skill. 
No one can read the story and not feel 
a good influence from it. The characters 
are vigorously sketched, and have a life- 
like reality about them. We heartily re- 
commend this story, and shall rejoice 
when Miss Kavanagh will give us an. 
other equally good.”— AMemcum. 

EVELYN MARSTON. 

By the Author of “ Emilia Wyndham.” 

“ The author has made in 4 Evelyn 
Marston ' a considerable advance over her 
later fictions. She has chosen a new field 
for the subject of her tale, and conceived 
her principal actors with her pristine 
skill, as well as executed them with her 
pristine finish.” — Spectator. 

ARTHUR BRANDON. 

2 vols. 

‘“Arthur Brandon’ abounds in free, 
vigorous sketches, both of life and scenery, 
which are dashed off with a freshness and 
vitality which the reader will feel to be 
charming 1 . The pictures of Rome aud of 
artist-life In Rome are especially good.” — 
Athenarum. 

THE HOUSE OF ELMORE; 

A FAMILY HISTORY. 3 VOls. 

“A splendid production. The story, 
conceived with great skill, is worked out 
in a succession of powerful portraitures, 
and of soul-stirring scenes.”—Jo/m Bull. 

PERCY BLAKE; 

Or, THE YOUNG RIFLEMAN. 

By Capt- Rafter. 3 vols. 

“ A capital novel, of the ' Charles 
O'Malley * school, full of dashing adven- 
ture, with scenes of real history cleverly 
introduced in the narrative.” — Lit. Qaz. 

MODERN SOCIETY 
IN ROME. 

By J. R. Bests, Esq. 2nd Edition, 8 v. 

*' This work is singularly interesting. It 
contains striking narratives of most of the 
principal events that occurred from the 
accession of Pio Nono to the occupation 
of Rome by the French, with spirited and 
truthful sketches of the leading characters 
of that memorable period.”— Lit. Qaz. 

THE LADY OF FASHION. 

By the Author of 

“The History of a Flirt,” &c. 8 vols, 

“A striking picture of social existence. 
The story has the merit of originality, and 
the vigorous descriptions, the brilliant 
touches, and the life-like portraits im- 
part lustre to its pages.”— Sun. 


MARGARET 

AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 

By the Author of “ Woman’s Devotion," 

“We recommend all who are in search 
of a fascinating novel to read this work. 
There are a freshness and an originality 
about it quite charming, and there Is a 
certain nobleness in the treatment, both 
of sentiment and incident, which is not 
often found.”— Athenmum. 

THE SORROWS OF 
GENTILITY. 

By Miss Jewsbury. 2 vols. 

“A remarkably good novel ."—Examiner. 
“ In a tale extremely simple in idea and 
perfectly natural in execution, Miss Jews- 
bury has contrived to exhibit a choice 
moral with her accustomed grace and 
power. We advise our readers to send for 
* The Sorrows of Gentility.” — Athencewn. 

OUR OWN STORY. 

By Selina Bunbury. 

Author of 44 Life in Sweden.” 8 vols. 

“ A work of unquestionable genius. The 
story is full of interest.”— Chronicle. 

“An exceedingly instructive and im- 
proving book.” — John Bull. 

CONSTANCE HERBERT. 

By Miss Jewsbury. 3 v. 

“‘Constance Herbert” is a poem in its 
beauty and its lofty purpose j a romance 
in its variety and fascination. The tale 
is deeply interesting.”— At heju&um. 

MR. ARLE. 

2 vols. 

** * Mr. Arle ' is a work of a very high 
order, and we are offering it no light 
tribute when we say that, in style and 
conception, it reminds us of the writings 
of Mrs. Gaakell.” — John Bull. 

THE NEXT DOOR 
NEIGHBOURS. 

By Mrs. Gascoigne. Authorof “ Temp- 
tation, &c. 3 vols, 

“ The author has successfully por- 
trayed the manners of the day in one of 
the best novels that have lately appeared.” 
—Herald. 

OUT ON THE WORLD. 

By Henry Owgan, L.L.D. 3 vols. 

“ The thoughts and observations of Dr. 
Owgan’s 'Out on the World,' are of a 
fresh and racy kind, and very different 
from the generality of novels,”— Spectator. 




THE ARMY AND THE NAVY, 


COLBURN'S UNITED SERVICE MAGAZINE, AND 

NAVAL AND MILITARY JOURNAL. Published on the first of every 
month, price 3s. fid. 

This popular periodical, which has now been established a quarter of a century, 
embraces subjects of such extensive variety and powerful interest as must render 
it scarcely less acceptable to readers in general than to the members of those pro- 
fessions for whose use it is more particularly intended. Independently of a suc- 
cession of Original Papers on innumerable interesting subjects, Personal Nar- 
ratives, Historical Incidents, Correspondence, etc., each number comprises 
Biographical Memoirs of Eminent Officers of all branches of service, Reviews of 
New Publications, either immediately relating to the Army or Navy, or involving 
subjects of utility or interest to the members of either, full Reports of Trials 
by Courts Martial, Distribution of the Army and Navy, General Orders, Circulars, 
Promotions, Appointments, Births, Marriages, Obituary, etc., with all the Naval 
and Military Intelligence of the month. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

“This is confessedly one of the ablest and most attractive periodicals of which the 
British press can boast, presenting a wide field of entertainment to the general as well as 
professional reader. The suggestions for the benefit of the two services are distinguished 
by vigour of sense, acute and practical observation, an ardent love of discipline, tempered by 
a high sense of justice, honour, and a tender regard for the welfare and comfort of our soldiers 
and seamen.”— Globe, 

“ At the head of those periodicals which furnish useful and valuable information to 
their peculiar classes of readers, as well as amusement to the general body of the public, 
must be placed the ‘ United Service Magazine, and Naval und Military Journal.’ It numbers 
among its contributors almost all those gallant spirits who have done no less honour 
to their country by their swords than by their pens, and abounds with the most Interesting 
discussions on naval and military' affairs, and stirring narratives of deeds of arm* in all 
part* of the world. Every information of value and interest to both the Services is culled 
with the greatest diligence from every available source, and the correspondence of various 
distinguished officers which enrich its pages is a feature of great attraction. In short, the 
* United Service Magazine* can be recommended to every reader who possesses that attach- 
ment to his country which should make him look with the deepest interest on its naval and 
military resources.”— Sun. 

“ This truly national periodical is always full of the most valuable matter for professional 
men .*' — Morning Herald. 

** To military and naval men, and to that class of reader* who hover on the skirts of the 
Service, and take a world of pains to iuform themselves of all the goings on, the modes a fid 
fashions, the movements and adventures connected with ships and barracks, this periodical 
is indispensable. It is a repertory of facts and criticisms— narratives of past experience, and 
fictions that are as good as if they were true — tables and returns — new inventions and new 
books bearing upon the army and navy— correspondence crowded with Intelligence— and 
sundry unclaimed matters that lie iu close neighbourhood with the professions, and contribute 
more or less to the stock of general useful information.”— Atlas. 
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